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CHAPTER I. 

Be grate ful too! you ask , "for what?*' 
Slmply , for that you never got; 
And youMl get somcthiog yct. 

Machiavelli Travestied. 

Mr. Linton, like a large majority of tlie cunning 
people in tbis world, made thc mistake of supposing 
that every one had an "afterthought" — some secret 
mental reservation in all be said; that, in fact, no one 
told "tbe whole truth" on any subject. Now, judging 
Ml*. Corrigan by tbis rule, be came to the conclusion 
— that tbe old gentleman had not received bis address 
with all tbe warmtb that might be expected; — pos- 
sibly, in tbe bope of a more advantageous offer — 
possibly, because, in bis old Irrsb pride of family, be 
had got to learn wbo tbis Mr. Linton was, what bis 
connexions, and what position tbey beld in tbe society 
of their own couütry. 

In tbis way did Linton read tbe old man's inquiry 
88 to tbe "concurrence of bis relatives." It was, to bis 
' iking, a mere subtle attempt to asceitaiu ^Vkö «xÄl 
what these aame rejlativea were. "A cißvex ^^x^^''«^ 
Ä» wajr/' tbought Tonif "but I am not to >o^ ^«^ 

JIciafid Casäe/, JIJ, "L 
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out of my entrenchment so easily. Still, the the 
will linger in his mind, and must be got rid of.'' 

Linton knew well how the influence of rank f 
title can smootH down difficulties of this kind, and : 
over in his mind the names of at least a dozen Pe( 
any one of whom, in such an emergency, would hi 
owned him for a half-brother, or a cousin, at least. 

It was provoking to think how many there were, 
that dull season, listless and unemployed, who cor 
were he only able to summon them, stand Sponsors 
his rank and^condition. Measuring Corrigan by w! 
he had witnessed in other men of small fortune « 
retired lives, he deemed "a Lord" was all-essent; 
Linton had seen a great deal of life, and a great d 
of that submissive homage so readily conceded to : 
bility. A Lord, at a wedding, is like a Captain, ii 
duel. They are the great ingredients which warrj 
that these events "come off," properly. They pL 
beyond all cavil or question whatever may occur; a 
they are the recognisances one enters into with 1 
World that he is *'spliced," or shot like a gentlem 
It is quite true Linton was above this vulgari 
but he was not above the vulgarity of attributing it 
another. 

The more he reflected on this, the more did 
believe it to be the Solution of the whole difficul 
"My kingdom for a Lord!" exclaimed he, laughi 
aloud at the easy gullibility of that world which he 1 
duped so often. 

The reader is aware, that of the pleasant compa 
of Tubbermore, Lord Kilgoff was the only repres< 
tative of the Peerage; and to lann. IAtAotl^ tkoM^hts 
once resortedj as the last Tiope m\v\Ä ««v^x^^^^i. 
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late bis Lordship had been gradually mending — clear 
intervals broke tbrougb tbe mist of bis clouded faculties, 
and displayed bim, for tbe time, in all bis wonted self- 
importance, irritability, and pertinacity. To catcb bim 
in one of tbese fortunate moments was tbe object, and 
so induce bim to pay a visit to tbe cottage. 

Could be but succeed in tbis, none better tban tbe 
old Peer to play tbe part assigned to bim. Tbe very 
qualities to make bis societj intolerable would be, bere, 
Üie eamest of success. Tbe imperturbable conceit, 
tbe pompous distance of bis manner, would repel in- 
quiry, and Linton saw tbat bis oracle would not utter 
one Word more tban be ougbt 

"He will not — I dare not ask bim — to call me 
bis relative," said be; *'but I can easily tbrow a bazy 
indistinctness over our iutimacy. He can be a friend 
of *my poor fatber'" — Tom langbed at tbe conceit 
— **one wbo knew me from tbe cradle. Witb bim for 
a foregronnd figure, I'll soon paint an imaginary group 
around bim, not one of wbom sball be less tban a 
Marqnis. 

"Witb Mary tbis will not succeed. Laura, indeed, 
migbt do me good service in tbat quarter, but I cannot 
trust ber. Were sbe more skilled in tbis world's ways 
sbe would gladly aid me — it would be like drawing 
tbe game between us; but sbe is rasb, beadlong, and 
passionate. I doubt if even ber fears would control 
ber. And, yet, I migbt work well upon tbese I I bave 
tbe will, and tbe way, botb! Tbe event sball decide 
wbetber I employ tbem." Witb tbese tbougbts passing 
in bis mind be reacbed tbe bouse, and entering unob- 
served, since tbey were all at break? aat, le^guii^^ \ö \sä 
jwn room. 
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He immediately sat down and wrote a few liu 
to Lord Kilgoff, inquiring with solicitude after 1 
health, and craving the favour of being permitted 
wait upon him. This done, he amused himself 1 
inventing a number of little political "gossipries" i 
the old Peer — those small nothings which form t 
sweepings of clubs and the whisperings of und( 
secretaries' offices; the pleasant trifles which every o 
repeats, but no one believes. 

"My Lord will see Mr. Linton whenever he pleasei 
was the answer of the valet; and Linton lost no tii 
in availing himself of the permission. 

"His Lordship is at breakfast?" said he to t 
servant, as he walked along. 

"Yes Sir." 

"And her Ladyship?" 

"My Lady breakfasts below stairs, Sir." 

"As it ought to be; he is alone," thought Lintc 
who in his present incertitude of purpose had no desi 
to meet her. 

"If you'U have the goodness to wait a momei 
Sir, ril teil my Lord you are here," said the man, 
he ushered Linton into a handsome drawing-roo 
which various scattered objects denoted to be h 
Ladyship's. 

As Linton looked over the table, where bool 
drawings, and embroidery were negligently thrown, 1 
eye caught many an object he had known long, lo: 
before; and there came over him, ere he knew it, 
Strange feeling of melancholy. The past rushed vivid 
to his mind — that time when, sharing with her j 
J^Isf amhitiouB and his hopes, he liÄ.d liy^d ia a kiud 
^»iijr World. He tumed ovex Üie \fea^^% o^V^-t '^<^^ 
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book — slie liad done little of late — an unfinished 
bit, here and there, was all he fonnd; and he sat 
gazing at the earlier drawings, every one of which he 
lemembered. There was one of an old pine-tree 
scathed hj lightning, at the top, but spreading out, 
beneath, into a light and featheiy foliage, beneath 
which thej had often sat together. A date in pencil 
had been written at the foot, but was now erased, 
leaving only enough to discover where it had been. 
Linton's breathing grew hurried, and his pale cheek, 
paler, as with his head resting on his hands he sat, 
bent over this. "I was happier, then," said he, with 
a sigh that seemed to rise from his very heart — "far 
bappier! But would it have lasted! that is the question, 
Would mere love have compensated for thwarted am- 
bition, delusive hope, and poverty? How should I have 
bome continued reveraes?" 

The door opened, and Lady Ealgoff entered ^ not 
seeing him, nor expecting any one in the apartment, 
sbe was humming an opera air, when suddenly she 
perceived him. "Mr. Linton here? This is a surprise 
iödeed!" exclaimed she, as, drawing herseif proudly 
ttp, she seemed to question the reason of his presence. 

"I beg you will forgive an intrusion ^hich was not 
of my seeking. I came to pay my respects to Lord 
Kilgoff, and his servant showed me into this Chamber 
^til his Lordship should be ready to reeeive me." 

"Won't you be seated, Sir?" said she, with an 
accent which it would be difficult to say whether it 
iDaplied an invitation or the opposite. 

Few men had more self-possession than Linton^ 
fewer stiJl knew better how to constrviö a XDiet^ ^si.^^\s&L^ 
^^oA, or a gesture, and yet, he stood hon?, uiaRÄs\»sa. 
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and undecided how to act Meanwhile Lady Kilg< 
arranging the frame of her embroidery, took her s* 
near the wmdow. 

"Penelope must have worked in Berlin wool, ] 
certain," said Linton, as he approached where she s 
"These wonderftil tissues seem never to finish." 

"In that lies their great merit," replied she, smilii 
"it is sometimes useful to have an occupation wh< 
monotony disposes to thought, even when the thoug 
themjselves are not all pleasurable." 

'^I should have fancied that monotony would c 
pose to brooding," said he, slowly. 

"Perhaps it may, now and then," said she, ca 
lessly. "Life, like climate, should not be all sunshin( 
and then, as if wishing to change the theme, she add 
"You have been absent a day or two?" 

"Yes; an unexpected piece of fortune has befal 
me. I find myself the heir of a considerable proper 
just as I have reached that point in life when wea 
has no charm for me! There was a time when 
but, no matter; regrets are half-brother to cowardic 

"We can no more help one than the other, oe 
sionally/' said she, with a faint sigh; and both w< 
silent for some time. 

"Is not that tulip somewhat too florid?" said ] 
stooping over her embroidery. 

"That tulip is a poppy, Mr. Linton." 

"What a natural mistake, after all!" said '. 
"How many human tulips who, not only look like, 1 
are, downright poppies! Is not this house intoleral 
stupid?'» 

*^^Tm ashamed to own I think it pleasant^" said sl 
muliag. 
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"You were more fastidiooB once, if my memory 
ser?es me aright,'' said he, meaningly. 

"Perhaps so/' said she, carelessly. "I begin to 
fancy that odd people are more amusing thau chfver 
ones; and, certainly, they entertain without an effort, 
and diat is an immense gain." 

"Do you think so? I should have supposed the 
yeiy effort would have claimed some merit, showing 
that tlie desire to please had prompted it.'' 

"My Lord will see Mr. Linton at present," said the 
serrant. / 

Linton nodded, and the man withdrew. 

"How long ago is it since you made this sketch?" 
said he, opening the book, as if accidentally, at the 
page with the pine-tree. 

She tumed, and although her bent-down hea^ con- 
cealed her features, Linton saw the crimson flosh 
spread over the neck as she answered, "About three 
years ago." 

"Scarcely so much," said he, "If I mistake not, 
I wrote the date myself beneath it; but it has wom 
out" 

"You will excuse my reminding you, Mr. Linton, 
that Lord Kilgoff has not regained his habitual patience, 
and will be very irritable if you defer a pleasure, as a 
Visit from you always affords him." 

"Happy conjuncture," said he, smiling, "that can 
Diake my presence desired, in one quarter, when my 
absence is wished for, in another." And with a low, 
respectful bow, he left the room. 

Whatever the object of the hint, Lady Kilgoff had 
^ot exaggerated bis Lordship'ß deftdeivföy m ^^ ^0^ 
^e element, md Linton found laim, oix ^tj^^x^ö^^ 
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interrogating the servant as to whether he *^liad < 
veyed his message properly, and what answer he 
received.** 

"That will do. Leave the room," said he. T 
taming to Linton, "I have waited twelve minutes, 
— nearly thirteen — siuce my servant informed je 
would receive you/' 

"I am exceedmgly sorry, my Lord, to have o 
sioned you even a moment of impatience. I was n 
tioning to Lady Kilgoff a circumstance of recent g 
fortune to myself, and I grieve that my egotism sh( 
have mastered my sense of propriety." 

"Twelve minutes, or thirteen, either, may see: 
very nnimportant fraction of time to men of mere p 
sure, but to those whose weightier cares impose gri 
thonghts, is a very considerable inroad, Sir." 

"I know it, my Lord. I feel it deeply, and I 
you to excuse me." 

"Life is too short, at least in its active period. 
squander twelve minutes, Mr. Linton; and how« 
you, in your Station, and with yoitr pursuits, may d 
otherwise, I would wish to observe that persons in i 
think differently." 

Linton looked a perfect statue of contrition, 
did he utter another word. Perhaps he feit that 
tinuing the discussion would-be but an indifferent n: 
of compensating for the injury already incurred. 

"And now, Mr. Linton, I conclude that it was 
without a reason you sought an interview at 
unusual hour?" 

"The old story, my Lord; and as I came to as 
iavour, I selected the petit lever as the most appropi 
hour. '' 



ROLAKD CASHBL« 9 

"Indeed! you surprise me much how an individnal 
so mach forgotten as Lord Kilgoff can possibly be of 
Service to that most promising gentleman Mr. Lintonl" 

Linton never heeded the sarcastic discontent of the 
Speech, but went on — 

"Yes, mj Lord, you find me, as you have so often 
found me, a suppliant" 

"I have nothing to bestow, Sir." 

"You can do all thati could ask, or even wish for, 
my Lord. My ambition is not very unmeasured; my 
greatest desire is to have the opportunity of frequent 
intercourse with you, and the benefit of that practica! 
wisdom for which your Lordship's conversation is dis- 
tinguished at home and abroad." 

"My valet is not going to leave me," said the old 
man, with an insolence of look that tallied with the 
rüde Speech. 

"My Lord! — " 

"Nay, nay, you must not be offended; I was rather 
jesting on my own barrenness of patronage than upon 
joxa proposal." 

Linton saw by the slight advantage he had gained 
tliat the bold course was the more promising, and con- 
tinued; 

"You will soon have a great deal of business on 
yotir hands, my Lord, and so, I will economise your 
time and your patience. You have not heard, I am 
Äware, that DoDington has been recalled. The mission 
ftt Florence is to give away, and I am here to ask for 
the Secretaryship. I know well that the appointment 
w a Foreign- office one ; but Blackwell , who gives me 
Öie present informatioiij says, 'If you \i«c^^ \\!Äfe\^'^\» 
^j'ih Kilgoff pußh it now; his iecomiiieii9La\Ä.oix Vä^ ^- 
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know, be attended to.' He then goes on to say that 
DoUington is most anxious to know if you would take 
his house off his hands. He has been fumisliing and 
arranging the interior most expensively, never dreaming 
of a recal." 

"Wben did this news come?" said Lord Kilgoff, 
ßitting down and wiping his forehead, on whicb the 
perspu:ation now stood, from agitation. 

"Yesterday. Blackwell sent a cabinet messenger 
to me, but with the strictest injiinctions to secrecy. In 
fact, the rumour would call so many suitors in the field, 
that the Foreign-office would be besieged." 

"You can rely upon it, however?" 

"Unquestionably. Black well writes me that the 
thing is done. You will receive the offer immediately 
after the recess." 

"You acted very properly, I must say — very 
properly, indeed, in giving me this early notice of his 
Majesty^s gracious intentions with regard to me; the 
more, as I shall have time to consider how far my 
views upon questions of Foreign politics are in agree- 
ment with those of the Government." 

"Upon that point your Lordship's mind may be at 
rest. I gather from Blackwell that you will receive 
the widest discretion. The Secretary of State has 
named you as the man; of course, interference is out of 
the. question." 

"Of course it would be, Sir, were I to accept the 
mission. Dollington^s house, I conclude, is a suitable 
one, and we^ll think of it; and as to yourself, Linton, I 
reaUy am at a los? what to say. Lady Ealgoff — it 
is best to be candid — is prejudiced against you. She 
tbiaks you ßatincal and sarcaatie, aa VT^ — «sA^äx^^^ 
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he raised his head, and threw forward bis chin with 
most imposing dignity — "as if the person who bore 
my name need fear such qualities anywhere; bat besides 
this, it appears to me that your abilities are not diplo- 
matic. You have neither tibat natural reserve, nor that 
suave impressiveness *the line* requires. You are a 
Club man, and will probably make a very good House 
of Commons man; but diplomacy, Mr. Linton — diplo- 
macy is a high — I had almost said, a sacred vocation ! 
To all the prestige of family and ancient lineage, must 
be added the most insinuating graces of manner. Per- 
sonal advantages should be combined with a high cul- 
tivation, so that the Envoy may worthily mirror forth 
the Majesty he represents. It would be an inestimable 
benefit if the Eastern principle of *caste' were observed 
in diplomacy, and the office of Ambassador be limited 
to certain families! Believe me, Sir, you may say of 
such, *'Nascitur non ftV'' 

As he spoke, his eyes flashed, and his cheek be- 
came flushed; the flutter of self-importance gave a fresh 
impulse to his circulation, and he walked back and 
forward in a perfect ecstasy of delight 

"Alas, my Lord! you have.made me feel too deeply 
the presumption of my request.. I confess, tili I had 
listened to your eloquent exposition, I had formed 
other and very erroneous ideas upon this subject. I see, 
now, that I am quite unsuited to the career. The very 
fiact that it becomes your Lordship, is evidence enough 
how unfitted it would prove tö me." 

"I will not say, that in Greece, or perhaps with 
Bome Bepublican Government, you might not be very 
eligible. We'JJ consider about it." 

''Nb, no, my Lord 5 I'll content m^^^^i V\^ ^b^^^^ 
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hamble fortunes. I suppose there is always a place 
eveiy capacity — and now, to a matter purely perso 
to myself, and in which I hope I may count upon y( 
kind co-operation. I have thoughts of marriage, : 
Lord, and as I am a stranger in this country, unc 
nected with it by kindred or connexion, I would ask 
you to give me that sanction and currency which 
honour of your Lordship^s friendship confers. The la 
upon whom I have fixed my choice is without fortu 
but of a family which traces back to Royalty, I fan 
This Irish pride of lineage, then, requires that I, uj 
my side, should not be deficient in such pretensions 

"I am not a Clarencieux, nor Norroy, Sir, to mg 
out your genealogy," said the old Peer, with ineffa 
disdain. 

Linton had more difficulty to control his laugh 
than his anger at this impertinent absurdity. ^^1 \ 
not thinking of *the tree,' my Lord, but its last a 
most insignificant twig, myself; and, remembering h 
many kindnesses I owed you, how uniformly your ] 
tronage had befriended me through life, I still reck 
upon the feeling to serve me once more." 

"Be explicit. What do you ask?" said he, leani 
back and looking like a Monarch whose will was h 
omnipotence. 

"What I should like, my Lord, is this — that y 
would permit me to drive you over some moming 
the gentleman's house, where, presenting the family 
your Lordship , I might, while enjoying the sanction 
your intimacy and friendship, also obtain your opini 
upon the merits of one with whom I would link i 
humhle äestbnes. I have said that the lady has 
^rtune; Z>ut j^ourliOrdship liaa B\io\?XL\)£va lisJv^^ ^-xass 
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of selectmg for ^r higher and more ennobling qualities 
than wealth." This was said with a spiee of that sub- 
dued railleiy of which Linton was a master; and he 
saw, with delight, how the old Peer winced under it. 

"Very true, Sir; your remark is just, except that, 
the disparity between our conditions does not give the 
instance the force of example; nor am I certain the ex- 
periment will be always successfiil!" The Irritation 
Wider which the last words were uttered spread a 
triumphant joy throngh Linton^s heart, nor dare he 
trust himself to speak, lest he shoold reveal it! 

"Perhaps a letter, Mr. Linton, would answer your 
object. It appears to me that the condescension of a 
Visit is a step too far in advance. You are aware that, 
in a day or two, as his Majesty's representative, eti- 
quette would require that I should never make the 
initiative in acquaintance.^^ 

"Pardon my interrupting, my Lord; but that rule 
^U only apply to you at the seat of your mission. 
Here, you have no other distinction than of being the 
well-known leader of the Irish Peerage — the great 
«ead of an illustrious body, who look up to you for 
guidance and direction." 

"You are right, perhaps, Sir — my Station is what 
you have described it I trust you have not mentioned 
^ Lady Kilgoff anything of your Foreign-office news?" 

"Of course not, my Lord. It will alwaya remain 
^th your discretion, when and how to make the com- 
»lunication." 

*'It appears to me, Sir, that her Ladyship has ad- 
^itted many of the inmates here to a degree of inti- 
^aqx quHe incomiaient with their relative ^XaJawvÄ? 
"Aar Ladyship' B youth aad amiaXÄil-jf oi \£ÄSSstfst 
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offer great temptations to the inroads of obtrusiveness,". 
Said Linton, with the air of one thinking aloud. 

"I disagree with you, Sir, entirely. I was young 
myself, Sir, and, I am told, not quite destitute of those 
attractions you speak of ; but I am not aware that any 
one ever took a liberty with me! This must be looked 
to. And now, your affair? When is it to come off? 
Your marriage, I mean?" 

. "That is by no means so certain, my Lord," said 
Linton, who smiled in spite of himself at the careless 
tone in which his Lordship treated so very humble an 
event. "I may reckon on your Lordship's assistance, 
however?*' 

Lord Kilgoff waved his band in token of acquies- 
cence, and Linton took a formal leave, ahnost bursting 
with laughter at the ridiculous conceit he had himself 
contributed to create. 

"Ay," muttered he, as he descended the stairs, "as 
a democrat, an out-and-out democrat, I say, 'Long live 
a Hereditary Peerage!' I know nothing can equal it, 
in making the untitled classes the rulers." 



CHAPTER n. 

So conning, like the doubling of the hare, 
Ofl turns upon itself. 

Bell. 

It was a rainy day — one of those downright pelt- 
ing, pouring, swooping wet days which Ireland is ac- 
customed to, for nearly one-half of every year. All 
out-of-door occupation was impossible; the most fidgety 
could only get as far as the stables, to smoke a cigar 
Mid ^^cbaff'^ horse-talk witli tiie grooioas'^^JÄft^'^^nv^^^ 
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.resigned wandered from room to room, and place to 
place, in that restlessness that defies common philosophy 
to subdue. 

A wet day in a country-house is always a severe 
trial. Sociabiliiy will not be coerced, and the greater 
the necessity for mntual assistance, the less is the dis« 
Position to render it; besides, they who habitually con- 
tribate least to the enjoyment of their fellows, have 
always great resources of annoyance at such periods — 
as the most insignificant Instrument in the orchestra can, 
at any moment, destroy the harmony of the band. 

Scarcely was breakfast over in Tubbermore, than 
the gaests were scattered in various directions, it was 
difficult to say where. Now and then, some one would 
peep into the drawing-room or the library, and, as if 
not seeing "the right man," shut the door noiselessly, 
and depart. Of the younger men, many were sleeping 
ojff the debauch of the previous evening. Downie Meek, 
who had a theory upon the subject, always kept his 
bed while it rained. Sir Andrew had, unfortunately, 
mistaken a lotion containing laudanum for some con- 
coction of bitters, and was obliged to be kept etemally 
Walking up and down stairs, along corridors and pas- 
sages, lest he should drop asleep; his man, Flint, ac- 
companying him with "tiie wakefiil announcement" of 
"Hae a care, Sir Andrew, here's my Leddy," an anti- 
dote to the narcotic worth all the Pharmacopoeia con- 
tained. 

Lady Janet was meanwhile deep in the formation 
of a stomachic, which, judging from the maid's face as 
she tasted it, must needs have been of the pungent 
Order. Mrs. White was letter-writmg. TSjo^nNä ^^& 
sketching beads of tbe Company, \mdet ^"^ ^'gÄä ^^ 



16 ROLAND CASHEL. 

"Beauties of Ireland," for a weekly newspaper. 
bisher was instructing Miss Meek in the sciei 
making knee-caps for one of bis liorses; and s- 
the remainder, a few only were to be seen below 
of these the "Chief" was fast asleep with the Qu 
on bis knee, and a stray subaltem or two sat C( 
over the "Army List," and gazing in stupid wor 
their own names in print! And now we come 
Kennyfecks, at whose door a servant Stands kn« 
for the second or third time. "Come in" is hear« 
he enters. 

The blinds are drawn, which adding to the 
of the day, the vast apartment is in semi-darknes 
it is some time before you can descry the figures 
a sofa sits Mrs. Kennyfeck in a kind of travelling 
with her bonnet beside her; fragments of ribboi 
stray articles of dress litter the sofa and the 
several trunks are strewn ab out, and a maid and 
are performing a pas de deux on an "imperial," 
in its efforts to close at the lock, is giving way 
taneously, at the hinges. Miss Kennyfeck Stands 
chimney buming notes and letters, of which, 
glances from time to time, her features betray tlie 
and lastly, Olivia is lying on a sofa, her face con 
between her hands, and only the quick palpital 
her bosom showing that her agitation is not lu" 
slumber. 

" What does he say? I can't heai' him with a 
stamping," said Mrs. Kennyfeck; and her voice w 
of the dulcet order. 

"He says the post-horses have come, Mammi 
wjshea to inow when he's to ^ioxaa To\iud wi 
carriage, " 
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"When I give Orders for it; not tili then," said she, 
imperionsly; and the man, abashed in such a presence, 
departed. 

*'There, Pearse, leave it so; I cannot bear that 
noise any longer. Frances, you needn't wait; Fll send 
for you if I want you;" and the servants withdrew. 

"He's at least two hours away, now," said she, ad- 
dressing her eldest daughter. 

**Very nearly. It wanted only a few minntes to 
eleven when Mr. Cäshel sent for him." 

"I hope, Caroline, that he will remember what is 
due, not to himself — I cannot say that — but to m«, 
on this occasion. It is impossible that Cashel can avoid 
the acknowledgment of his attentions; nothing but your 
fether's incompetence could permit of his escape." 

"It's too late, Mamma — altogether too late. When 
Amit Fanny -\ 

"DoriH speak of her — don't even mention her 
name in my presence," cried Mrs. Kennyfeck, with an 
accent of bitter anguish. 

"I was merely going to observe, Mamma, that her 
conduct has involved us in such ridicule, that, repara* 
tion of the mischief is out of the question." 

"I wish we were away; I cannot bear to stay an- 
other day here," said Olivia, with a deep sigh. 

"If Aunt " 

"Don't call her your aunt, Caroline; I forbid it; she 
is no sister of mine; she has been the evil genius of 
OUT family all her life long. Buf for her and her wiles 
I had never been married to your father ! Just fancy 
^hat a Position you might have had now, but for that 
cnjft] mishap. " 

The Problem, to judge from Mibä "K.ekUU'jted&l^ ^^Rän 
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seemed difficult to solve; but she prudenüy held her 
peace. 

"You may rest assured, they know it all below stairB. 
That odious Lady Janet has told it in every drossing- 
TOOJh. already." 

"AndLinton, Mamma,'' said Caroline, whose sisterlj 
feelings were merged in most impartial justice — "only 
fancy Linton imitating Aunt Fanny's benediction with 
uplifted hands and eyes. I almost think I see him be- 
fore me, and hear the insolent shouts of laoghter on 
every side." 

"Give me the aromatic vinegar!" cried Mrs. Kenny- 
feck, with an accent like suffocation. 

"I think there's some one at the door. Come in," 
cried Miss Kennyfeck; and a very smartl|f-dressed 
groom entered with a note. 

"Is there any answer to this?" said Mrs. Kennyfeck^ 
listlessly, who thought it one of the habitual invitations 
to some excursion in a carriage or on horseback. 

"Yes, my Lady," said the servant, bowing. 

The title sounded pleasantly, and Mrs. K/s features 
relaxed as she broke the seal. 

Ah, Mrs. Kennyfeck, indolently and carelessly as 
you hold that small epistle in your fingers, it cost him 
who wrote it many a puzzling thought, and many a 
fair sheet of foolscap. Critics assure us that style is 
no criterion of the labour of composition, and that John- 
son's rounded periods ran flippantly off the pen, while 
the seemingly careless sentences of Rousseau cost days 
and nights of toil. The note was from Sir Harvey 
Upton, and neither by its caligraphy nor grammar 
sheä Justre on the literary genius of bis (lor^a» It went 
Ums: 
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"My De AR Madam, 
" The beauty and fascinations of your dangbters — 
but more especially of the second — have conspired to 
inspire me with sentiments of respectfal admiration, 
which may speedily become something warmer should 
I obtain the gratifying Sensation of your approbation. 

"Family, fortune, and future expectations , will, I 
fancy, be found 'all right.' 

"Part of the estate entailed on the bai'onetcy; en- 
cnmbrances, a trifle. 

"I am, ^aiting your reply, dear Madam, 
"Very respectftdly yours, 

"Harvey Upton, 

** — Hussars.'' 

" Sball we write, Cary?" whispered Mrs. Kennyfeck, 
in the very faintest of tones. 

' "Better not, Mamma; a verbal 'happy to see Sir 
Harvey,' safer," was the answer. 

Mrs. Kennyfeck yielded to the sager counsel, and 
the servant departed with the message. 

"We may leave the matter entirely with Livy, 
Mamma," said her sister, half sarcastically; "I opino 
that innocence, upon the present occasion, will carry 
the day." 

"I am glad of it," said Mrs. Kennyfeck; "I am 
fatigned and out of spirits: I'd rather not receive visitors." 

"A white frock and a little sentiment — a sprig of 
jessamine and a bit of 2)oetry!" said Miss K., as she 
arranged her hair at the glass; "only don't overdo it, 
Livy." 

"P^ much rather you^d not gol" saiöi OYma.^ \«cl- 
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"Of course, my dear; we are perfecdy aware < 
that; but we have our duties also. Mamma must tak 
care that Aiint Fanny does not *give you away,' befor 
you're asked for; and I, must see what the result o 
Papa's interview with Cashel may be, lest you shoiiI( 
make a bad market while a good bid is being offered.' 

"Clever creature!" murmured Mrs. Kennyfeck, ai 
she rose tp leave the room. 

"It will seem so odd, Mamma, that I'm to receive 
him, alone!" 

"Not at all, Livy; we are packing up to go off 
there are the trunks and cap-cases all strewn about 
You can be engaged with Frances, and send her t( 
summon us when Sir Harvey comes," said Miss Kenny 
feck. 

"Just so, my dear; and then you'll entreat of hin 
to sit down — all as if you had heard nothing of hi 
note; youll be quite lively and natural in your manner. 

"Ah, Mamma; remember what TaDeyrand said t 
the Emperor: *Give me the Instructions, Sire; but leav 
the knavery to myself.' My sweet sister is quite diplc 
matic enough to re-echo it." 

Livy looked reproachfully at her, but said nothin( 

"If I discover, my dear, that the high prize is o 
your ticket, I'll wear a handkerchief round my necl 
Without you see this emblem, don't discard yoi 
Baronet." 

"Mamma, is this quite fair?" said Olivia. "Car 
speaks as if my heart had no possible concern in tl: 
matter." 

"Quito the reverse, my dear; but bear in min 

that you have only one heart, and it would not be a 

togeäier discreet to give it away lo t^Q ^^>aa'a», v^« 
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18 always right, my love, in morals as in everything 
eise!" 

"And how am I to behave, Mamma," said Olivia, 
"with more courage than before, "if I am neither to re- 
fose nor accept Sir Harvey's proposals?" 

"Did yon never flirt, Livy, dearest? — doesn't every 
partner with whom yon dance twice of the same even- 
ing make advances that are neither repelled nor re- 
ceived? The silliest boarding-school miss that ever 
blushed before her Italian teacher knows how to treat 
such difficnlties, if they deserve the name. But we are 
delaying too long. Mamma! to yonr post, while I, in 
the library, establish a strict blockade over Papa." 

With these words Miss Kennyfeck waved her band 
affectedly in adien, and led her mother from the room; 
while Olivia, after a second's pause, arose and arrayed 
more smoothly the silky tresses of her hair before the 
glass. 

We have once already, in this veracious narrative, 
been nngallant enough to peep at this young lady, 
and coolly watch her strategy before the enemy. We 
will not repeat the ofFence, nor linger to mark how, as 
she walked the room, she stopped from time to time 
before the mirror to gaze on charms which expectancy 
had already heightened; in fact, we will quit the Cham- 
ber with Mrs. Kennyfeck and her eider daughter, and 
as the choice is permitted which to foUow, we select 
the latter. 

"Here's Miss Kennyfeck, by Jove!" cried Jennings, 
as she crossed the hall. "We have all been dying to 
see you; pray, come here and give us yonr co\ix\a^U' 
And he led her into a small diaviVag-TOOTö.^ ^\ie^Ä^ 
around a table covered with prints auÖL coVonä^^ ^«w- 
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ings of costmne, a considerable number of the 
were assembled. 

"For mercy sake, nothing out of tlie *Wa 
Novels!*" Said the blonde Lady. "I am wear 
seeing the Jewess Rebecca wherever I go." 

"Well, ni bo Diana Veraon, I know that,' 
Miss Meek; "you may all choose how yoii pleas( 

"But you can't be, my love, if we have the 
Summer Night's Dream,'" said Mrs. White. 

"Why can't I, if Charley takes OsbaldiJ 
said she. 

"Because they are not characters of the piece 

"Nobody cares for character in a masquei 
said Linton. 

"I vote that we are all Tyrolese peasanths," 
the fat and dumpy Mrs. Malone. "It's a mos 
thuresque costhume." 

i "What will you be, Sir Andrew?" eried ai 
as Üie old General passed the door in a dog-trot, 
Flint behind him. 

"By me saul! I thenk, TU be 'the Wanderin' J 
eried he, wiping the Perspiration off his forehead. 

"You hear that, Lady Janet?" eried Linto: 
guishly. "Sir Andrew intends to live for ever." 

"So that I don't, Sir, I can't complain," sai 
with a tartness quite electric. 

"I incline to leave the choice of each free,' 
Miss Kennyfeck, as she tossed over the dra 
"When you select a story, there are always a ( 
number of characters nobody likes to take." 

"jT/Z ibe Henri Quatre " saiöi an l\i^«afcs:^ C^ 
"J whb jrou'd be Gabxieüe, M.iaB l^^-saiifl'^^vr 
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''Thanks; but Pve a fancy for that Cephalonian 
costume." 

"Egad, you can always pick up a 'Greek' or two, 
here, to keep you Company/^ said a Hussar; bat no 
one joined bis laugb. 

*^ril be Don Belianisl" said a tall, melancboly 
Subaltern. 

"What were you at Bellingden^s last year, Filly- 
,more?" 

"I went as *Cbiffney;' but they tumed me out 
The whole was mediseval, and they said I was all 
wrong." 

"Try that turban, my dear Miss Kennyfeck," said 
Mrs. White, who, suspecting the young lady wore falsa 
ringlets, made a vigorous effort to exposo the cheat. 

"By Jove! how becoming!" exclaimed Jennings. 
"Now, put on the mantle — not over the right Shoulder, 
but so — crossed a little." ^ 

"You ought to have this scarf round your neck," 
Said another; ^^blue and gold have such an excellent 
effect." 

"I vote for your wearing that," said the Hussar, 
quite smitten with her beauty. "What do they call the 
dress?" 

"Costume of Leopoldine of Eschingen, who defended 
the 'Irongate' against the Turks, in 1662." 

"Where was that?" asked one. 

"In somebody's avenue, I suppose," lisped out the 
tall Sub. 

"No, no; it's on some river or other. There's a 
cataract they call the Irongate — I forget where." 

^'The Lethe, perhaps," said "Miss Kewxk^l^^^ ^äC^« 
"Ä not that a pacel — by Jov^l C»«>.ÄvöC^ m ^ 
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hnny. Tbis way," said Jennings ; and they all ruslied 
to the Window in time to see Eoland flit past at a fall 
gallop. 

Miss Kennyfeck did not wait for more; but, tbrow- 
ing off tbe turban and mantle, bastened out to catch 
her father, who, at the same instant, was issuing from 
the library. 

"Now, Pa," Said she, slipping her arm within bis, 
"how is it to be? Pray, now, don't affect the mys- 
terious, but say at once — has he proposed?" 

"Who? — has who proposed?" 

"Mr. Cashel, of course. How could I mean any 
other?" 

"For you, my dear?" said he, for once venturing 
upon a bit of raiUery. 

"Pshaw, Pa; for Olivia!" 

"Nothing of the kind, my dear. Such a subject 
hts never been alluded to between us." 

"Poor thing! she has been badly treated then, that^s 
all! It would, however, have saved us all a world of 
misconception if you had only said so at first; you 
must own that" * 

"But you forget, Miss Kennyfeck, that I never sup- 
posed you entertained this Impression. Mr. Cashels 
conversation with me related exclusively to the affairs 
of bis property." 

"Poor Livy!" said Miss Kennyfeck, letting go big 
arm and ascending the stairs. As Miss Kennyfeck drew 
Jiear the door of the drawing-room, she began to sing 
sufficiently loud to be heard by those within, and thus, 
judiciously heralding her approach, she opened the door 
and entered. Sir Harvey had been standing beside the 
chuDuey-piece with Olivia, Wt tviiu^ÖL \L«Ä^-^'^ ^wx»^^ 
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Ms conntenance exhibiting that State of mingled doubt, 

fear, and satisfaction, which voached for Üie clevemess 

of the young lady's tactics. Nothing, in trutli, could 

bave been more adroit than lier management; perform- 

ing afeat which among naval men is known as "backing 

and filling," she succeeded in manoeuvring for nigh an 

liour, withont ever advancing or retiring. We should 

be unwilling to deny our reader the value of a lesson, 

did we not feel how the fairer portion of our audience 

would weary over a recital, in every detail of which 

they could instruct our ignorance. 

The late Lord Londonderry was famed for being 

able to occupy "theHouse" for any given time withont 

ever communicating a fact, raising a question, solving 

a difficulty, or, what is harder than all, committing 

himself. But 'how humbly does this dexterity appear 

begide the young-lady-like tact, that, opposed by all 

the importunity of a lover, can play the game in such 

wise, that after fifty-odd minutes the "pieces*' should 

stand upon the board, precisely as they did at the be- 

ginning! 

"How do you, Sir Harvey? Why are you not on 
that Committee of Costume in the little drawing-room, 
where the great question at issue is betweenHhe time 
of the Crusades and the Swell Mob?" 

"I have been far more agreeably occupied, in a 
manner that my feelings" — (here Olivia looked dis- 
appointed) — "my heart, I mean," said he — (and the 
young lady looked dignified) — "my feelings and my 
heart, too," resumed he, horribly puzzled which tack 
to sali upon, "assure me must nearly concem my fiiture 
happinas»." 

''Mow pleaaantl" said Gary, \a\ig\m\^^^ ^^\*l ^^ 
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accepted the speech as some higb-flown complimei 
"you are so fortonate to know what to do on a drea 
wet day like this." 

Olivia, wliose eyes were bent upon ber sisti 
cbanged colour more tban once. "Tbe signal w 
flying" — "stop firing," just at tbe moment wben t 
enemy bad all but " Struck;" in less figurative pbrsu 
Miss Kennyfeck's tbroat was encircled by tbe sei 
wbicb sbe bad forgotten to lay aside on leaving t 
drawing-room. 

Tbe object was too remarkable to escape noti( 
and Olivia's face grew scarlet as sbe tbougbt of l 
triumpb. Miss Kennyfeck saw tbis, but attributed t 
agitation to anytbing but its true cause. 

"I'm in searcb of Mamma," said sbe, and with 
very peculiar glance at Olivia, left tbe room. 

Sir Harvey's visit lasted fiill twenty minutes long 
and altbougb no record bas been preserved of wl 
passed on tbe occasion, tbey wbo met bim descendi 
tbe stairs all agreed in describing bis appearance 
most gloomy and despondent. As for Olivia, sbe s 
tbe door close after bim witb a sometbing very li 
sorrow. Tbere was no love in tbe case, nor anytbi 
witbin a day 's joumey of it; but be was good-looki: 
fasbionable, well-mannered, and mustacbioed. £ 
would bave been "My Lady," too; and tbougb tbis 
but a "brevet nobility" after all, it bas all "tbe sou 
of tbe true metal/* Sbe tbougbt over all tbese tbin, 
and sbe tbougbt, besides, bow very sad be lool 
wben sbe said "No;" and, bow mucb sadder, wl 
asking tbe usual question about "Time, and pro^ 
devotion, and all tbat sort of tbing," sbe said "I^ 
sigaln; and bow, saddeat oi «Äi^ "TTVetL ^^ tsssää 
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stßreotyped litüe speecli abcmt "sisterly afifection, and 
seeing lüm happy with another!" Oh, dear! oh, dear! 
is it not very wearisome and depressing to think that 
chess can have some hundrcd thonsand combinationH, 
and lovemaking but its two or three "gambits" — the 
"foors-mate" the chief of them? We have said she 
was sony for what occurred; but she consoled herseif 
hj remembering, it was not her fault that Sir Harvey 
was not as rieh as Cashel, and, nephew to a live 
uncl^! 

As Sir Harvey's "Lady" — Heaven forgive me, I 
had almost written "Wife" — she would have been the 
envy of a very large circle of her Dublin acquaintance; 
and then she knew that the Dragoon people have a way 
of making their money go so much further than civi- 
lians; and in all that regards horses, equipage, and 
outward show, the smartest "mufti" is a seedy affair 
beside the frogs of the new regulation pelisse! She 
actually began to feel misgivings about her choice. 

A high drag at the Howth races, a crowd of 
whiskered fellows of " Ours ," and the band of the regi- 
mentdnMerrion-square, came home to her "dear Dublin" 
Imagination, with irresistible fascination. In her mind's 
eye, she had already cut the "Bar," and been coldly 
distant with the Infantry. It was a little reverie of 
small triumphs, but, the sum of them mounted up to 
something considerable. 

"Is he gone, lävy?'' said Gary, as entering noise- 
lessly, she stole behind her sister's chair. 

"Yes, dear, he is gone!" said she, sighing slightly. 

"My poor forlom damsel, don't take bis absence so 
Bauch to heartl You're certain to see liiia aÄ. öiMCkietV 

''Se Bald he'd leare this aftemooii^'' ^«A ää% 
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gravely; "that he couldn't bear to meet me after wha* 
had passed." 

**And what had passed, cldld?" 

"You know, of course, Cary; I refused him?" 

"Refiised himi — refiised himi — what possesse( 
you to do so?" 

"Thisl" Said Olivia, gasping with terror at the un 
known danger; and she caught hold of the fringe o 
her sister's scarf. 

Miss Kennyfeck started, and put her hand to he 
neck, and suddenly letting it fall again,' she leane( 
against the wall for support. 

"This was a mistake, Livy," said she, in a voic< 
barely above a whisper; "I was trying on some costume 
below stairs, and they tied this round my neck, wher< 
I utterly forgot it." 

"And there is nothing — " She could not go od 
but hanging her head, burst into tears. 

"My poor dear Livy, don't give way so; the fauli 
I know, was all mine. Let me try if I cannot repai 
it. Have you positively refused him?" 

She nodded, but could not speak. 

"Did you say that there was no hope — that you 
sentiments could never change?" 

"I did." 

"Come, that^s not so bad; men never believe thal 
You didn't say that your affections were engaged?" 

"NoI" 

"There's a dear child," said she, kissing her neck 
"I knew you'd not be guilty of such foUy. And hoi 
did you part, Livy, coldly, or in afFectionate sorrow? 

**Co]d]jr; we did not shake YiMids." 

''Tbat'B right; all as it ougbX. to \i^. \\. V^ ^ ^ 
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blonder, but I hope not irreparable. Cbeer up , child; 
depend upon it my ecarf is not so fatal as AuntFanny's* 
blessing." 

"Ah, tben, my dear, I don't see mucb difference in 
the end," said that redoubtable lady berself, who issued 
from a small conservatory off the drawing-room, where 
ßhe had lain in wait for the last half hour. "I heard 
it, my dears, and a nice hash you made of it between 
you, with your Signals and telescopes'* — we believe 
she meant telegraphs — "you threw out the dirty water, 
now, in eamest!" And so saying, she proceeded to 
disentangle herseif from a prickly creeper, which had 
a most pertinacious hold of what Linton caüed her 
"scalp-lock." 

"Aunt Fanny's blessing indeedl'' said she, for her 
temper knew no bounds when she saw the enemy si- 
leneed. "'Tis little härm that would have done, if ye 
didn't take to screaming about it-, as if an'y man cotdd 
bear that! You drove him away, my dear, just the 
way your own mother did poor Major Cohlhayne — with 
bard crying — tili he said *he'd as soon go to a wake 
as take tay in the house/ And sure enough she had to 
take up with your poor father, afterl Just so. I never 
knew luck come of signals and signs. When the good 
tbmg's before you, help yourself. My poor father used 
to say, *Don't pass "the spirits;" because there's claret 
at the head of the table, who knows if ifll ever come 
down to you?' And there you are, now! and glad 
enough you'd be to take that curate I saw in Dublin 
^th the smooth face! this minute. I don't blame you, 
as much as your poor foolish mother. She has you, as 
ste reajreä you, Bad luck to you ?ox a. ^X'm^V^ ^^^ 
^^; ä8 tbe ingenioiLa creeper inßiau».t^ÖL \\a^ «sass^ 
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the meshes of her Limerick lace collar. "Ca 
take this oiit for me;" but Gary was gone, 
sister with her. Nor did Aunt Fanny know h 
her eloqnence had been purely soliloquy. 

She looked around her for a moment at the 
battle-field, and then slowly retired. 



CHAPTER m. 

" No " ig the feminine of " Ycs ! '» 

HCNGARIAN Pr 

Bad as the weather is — and certainly eve: 
land a more drenching, driving-down , pour; 
never feil — we must ask of our readers t( 
Cashel, who at a slapping gallop rode on, ov 
and tillage, now, careering lightly over the 
sward, now, sweltering along heavily throne 
ground, regardless of the pelting storm, and 
noticing the strong fences which, at every insta 
the stride and strength of his noble horse. 

If his speed was headlong, his seat was en 
his hand as steady as if lounging along som 
promenade; his features, however, were flusbec 
from the beating rain, but more from a feverisl 
ment ihat showed itself in his flashing eye and 
compressed lip. More than onee, in crossing a 
leap, his horse nearly feil, and although bal 
ground, and only recovering by a scramble, he 
not to heed the accident. At last he arrived at 
oak paling which feneed the grounds of the 
and'where it was his wont to halt and fasten h 
^ow, however^ be rode fiercely at it, cY^axm^ 
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leap with a tremendons spring, and alighting on tbe 
trimly-kept grass-plat before the door. 

A slight faint shriek was heard as tlie horse dashed 
past the window, and, pale with terror, Mary Leicester 
stood in the porcL 

Casbel had meanwhile dismounted, and given his 
horse to the old gardener. 

, "Not hurt, Mr. Cashel?" said she, tiying to seem 
composed, while she trembled in every limb. 

" Not in the least I never intended to have alarmed 
you, however." 

"Then it was no nm-away?" said she, essaying a 
smile. 

"I'm ashamed to say I have not that excuse for so 
rudely trampling over yonr neat sward. Will Mr. 
Corrigan forgive me?" 

"Of course he will, if he even knows that he has 
anything'to forgive; but it so happens, that he has 
gone into the village to-day — an excursion he has 
not made for nigh a year. He wished to consult onr 
friend the Doctor on some matter of importance, and I 
half suspect he may have stayed to share his dinner." 

As Miss Leicester continued to make this explana- 
tion, they had reached the drawing-room, which, to 
CasheVs amazement, exhibited tokens of intended de- 
partore. Patches here and there on the walls showed 
where pictures had stood. The book-shelves were empty, 
the tables displayed none of those little trifling objects 
which denote daily life and its occupations, and his 
eye wandered over the sad-looking scene tili it came 
back to her, as she stood reading his glances, and 
seeming to re-echo the sentiment they CQUNe^^'^. 

^^JJl tbiß woüld iseem to Bpeak oi \&«N^A5ä«hs^'? 
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Said Casliel, in a voice that agitation made thick bl 
guttural. 

"It is so," Said she, with a sigh; "we are goiB 
away." 

"Going away!" simple as the words are, we lia\ 
no sadder sounds in our language. They have tl 
sorrowful cadence that bespeaks desertion. They rin 
through tlie heart like a knell over long past ha] 
piness. They are the requiem over "fiiends no more 
and of times that never can come back again. 

"Going away!" how dreary does it sound; as if li: 
had no ßxed destination in future, but that we were i 
drift over its bleak ocean, the "waifs" of what we on( 
had been. 

"Going away!" cried Cashel; "but surely you ha^ 
notheard — " He stopped himself ; anptherword! andh 
secret had been revealed — the secret he had so imperativ 
ly enjoined Tiemay to keep; for it was his intention 
have left Ireland for ever ere Mr. Corrigan should hai 
leamed the debt of gratitude he owed him. It is true, i 
deed, that one night of sleepless reflection had suggestc 
another counsel, but had not altered his desire that d 
mystery should be preserved. 

He was confused, therefore, at the peril he had i 
narrowly escaped, and for a moment was silent; 
length he resumed, in a tone of assumed ease: 

"'Going away!' sounds to one like me, who hai 
lived a life of wandering, so like pleasure, that 
always associate it with new scenes of enjoyment 
ihink all the sorrow is reserved for those who remai 
behind — the deserted." 

*'8o it maj" said slie, "V\\k VSao^^ ^\3kö.^\3ikÄ '^ou 
seif, have roamed the woxld xa läaa ^täi^-gäij^ ^^ «ä 
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yonth, gloiying in enterprise, thirsting for adventore; 
bat there are others, ourselves, for instance, wbose 
homble fortanes have linked them with one class of 
scenes and objects, tili they Have grown pari of onr 
very natnres; so, that we only know the world, as it is 
associated with things familiär to daily uge. There are 
doubüess plants of more gorgeous foliage and fairer 
flowers in other countries, but, we shall never leam to 
look at them as we do upon these that speak to us of 
bome, of spring and snmmer, when they gladdened us^ 
of aatumn and winter, when our culture cared for them. 
There are sunsets more rieh and glowing, but if we see 
tbem, it will be to think of that sinking orb which 
Bent its last rays over that wide river and lit up in a 
golden glory this little Chamber. There's not a chaxm 
ie fairest clime can own but will have its highest 
merit in recalling some humble scene that teils of 
'bome;" 

''I never conld leave a spot so dear to me as this 
were!" eried Cashel, who watched with ecstasy the im- 
passioned beanty of her features. 

"Do not say ihat^** Said she, seriously. "We can 
all of US do what we ought, however it may try onr 
eourage. Yes, I say courage," said she, smiling, "since 
I fancy it is a property you have a due respect for. If 
▼e leave scenes so dear to us as these, it is because 
ve feel it a duty; and, a duty fulfiUed, is a buckler 
against most sorrows. But we are wandering into a 
very sad theme — at least, to judge from your grave 
löoks. What news have you of your gay Company?" 

"I see but little of them,*' said Cashel, abruptly. 

"What a Ätrange host! — andlio^ öio ^«^ «sssaaRk 
^emaelvea?** 

Roland Cash^. JU. ^ 
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"As they fancy, I believe. I only know I ] 
interfere with them, and they are kind enough t 
ciprocate the civility; and, so, we get on admirabl 

"I must say this scarcely speaks well for < 
party," said she, laughing. 

"I fear not; but it is true, notwithstanding." 

"You have a most accomplished friend, I belle 

"Linton. Do you mean Linton?" 

"Yes. He must be an excellent counsellor ii 
difficulties.*' 

Cashel did not- look as if he concurred in the 
timent, but he said nothing; and Mary, half fe 
that she had unwittingly given pain, was silent 
She was Üie first to speak: 

"Do you know, Mr. Cashel, how I passec 
moming? You'd scarcely guess. It was in writi 
long letter; so long, indeed, that I began to fear, 
many eflForts of over-zeal, it might defeat itself 
never get read; and that letter was — to youT^ 

'*To mel where is it, then?" 

"There!" said she, pointing to some charred 1< 
beneath the grate. "I see your curiosity, and I 
no pretension to trifle with it. But, last night, 
Papa dictated to me a long sermon, on your acc 
premising, that the impertinence was from one 
should never see again; and one, who, howeve 
discreet in bis friendship, was assuredly sincere 
Were the document in existence, I should probabl; 
have to utter so many apologies; for, on the who 
was very flattering to you." 

"And why is it not so?" cried Cashel, eagerly 

'^I canhot teil you wliy.'\ 



V.' 
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''Do you mean, that you do not wish to teil, or do 
not know the reason?" 

"I do not know the reason," said she, firmly. "I 
was iU, slightly ill, this moming, and could not break- 
fast with Papa. It was late when I arose, and he was 
on the yery brink of starüng for Dunkeeran ; he seemed 
agitated and excited, and, after a few words of inquiry 
about mj health, he said: 

"'That letter, Mary, have you written it? Well, 
bum it Throw it into the fire, at once/** 

''I did so; bat I cannot conceal from you the deep 
interest he has taken in your fortunes — a feeling 
which the dread of offencUng has possibly sentenced 
him to cherish in secaret At least, so I read his change 
of Intention." 

''I had hoped he knew me better,'' said Cashel, in 
whose Yoice a feeling of disappointment might be 
traced. "It is the misfortune of men like myself to 
make the most unfavourable impression, where, alone, 
they are anxious for the opposite. Now, it may seem 
very nncourteous, but I am less than indifferent what 
the fair Company yonder think of me ; and yet, I would 
give much to stand high in Mr. Corrigan's esteem." 

"And you do so, believe me," cried she, her 
eagemess moved by the evident despondency of his 
manner; "he speaks of you with all the interest of a 
father." 

"Do not say so," cried Cashel, in a voice tremu- 
lous with anxie^; "do not say so, if you mean not to 
encourage hopes I scarcely dare to cherish." 

His look and manner, even more than his words, 
Startled her; and isihe stared at Inm^ xmfifösX;^^ ^«^s^s^ 
repJjr to make. 
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"I never knew a father, nor, have I ever tasted 
mother^s affection. I have been Qne of whom Fortu 
makes a plaything, as if to show how much world 
prosperity can consort with a desolate condition, and 
heart for wliicH none have sjmpathy. I had hopc 
however, to attach otliers to me. I had joined in pi 
sidts that were not mine, to endeavour to render mys 
companionable. I feil in with habits that were uncc 

' genial, and tastes that I ever disliked; but without si 
cess. I might be 'the dupe/ but never 'the frien 
I could have bome much — I did bear much — to "w 
something that resembled cordialitj and esteem: b 
all in vain! When I lived the wild life of a Columbi 
sailor, I deemed that such inen as I now associate wi 
must be the very types of chivalry, and I longed to 
of them, and among them. Still, the reproach lies i 
at their door. They^ stepped not out of their sphere 
act a part — /, did; mine was all the sycophancy 
Imitation. The miserable cant of fashion formed ; 
my Code. But for this, I might have won good mei 
esteem — but for this, I might have leamed wl 
duties attach to fortune and Station such as mine; a] 
now I see the only one, from whom I hoped to ga 
the knowledge, about to leave me!*' 

"This despondency is ill-judging and unfair," sa 
Mary, in a kind tone. "Tou did, perhaps, choose yo 
friends unwisely, but you judge them unjustly, t( 
They^ never dreamed of Mendship in their intercoxu 
with you; they^ only thought of that companionsb 
which men of the same age end fortune expect to mc 
in each other. K less worldly-wise, or more genero 
than themselves, they deemed that they once had pa 

for their akill and clevemeas', axA äo ^«csxi^ü '^cm. ^ 
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^mber, that you put a valne upon their intimacy 
ich it never laid claim to, and that they were less 
36 than were you self-deceived." 
'^Be it BOy* Said Gashely hastily. '^I care litüe 
ere the delusion began. I meant honesüy, and if 
7 played not on the Square with me, the fault be 
irs; but that is not what I would speak of, nor what 
ught me here to-day. I came to tlu'ow my last stake 
happiness/' He paused, and'took her band in hi& 
came,'^ said he — and bis Ups trembled as he spoke 
"I came, to ask you to be my wifel" 
Mary withdrew her band, which be bad scarcely 
ed to press, and leaned upon the chimney-piece 
hout speaking. It rarely happens that such an an- 
incement is made to a young lady quite unex- 
tedly; such was, however, the case here: for nothing 
} she less prepared! Cashel, it is true, had long 
sed to be indifferent to her; the evenings of bis 
its at the cottage were sure to be her very happiest; 
absences made dreary blanks. The inartificial traits 
bis character had at first inspired interest; bis gener- 
nature, and bis manly leaning to right, had created 
3em of bim. There were passages of romantic 
jrest in bis fdrmer life which seemed so well^to suit 
bold and dashing independence; and there was also 
implicit deference, an almost bumility, in the 
»dience he tendered to her grandfather, which spoke 
ch for one whom sudden wealth and prosperity 
jht be supposed to have corrupted. Yet, all tbis 
ile, had she never thought of what impression she 
seif was making. 
*'I have but oae duty," said she al \ää\.^ m %. i«ss^. 
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"Might I not share it with you, Mary?" said h^^ 
affain takincr her hand between his own: ^'you woiil3 
n^t grudge me some part of his affection?» ' 

"Who crossed the window tHere?** cried she, starfc- 
ing; "did you not see a figure pass?" . 

"No, I saw no one — I thought of none 8ave you." 

''I am too much frlghtened to speak. I saw some 
one stop before the window and make a gestore, as if 
threatening — I saw it in the glass." 

Cashel immediately hurried from the room, and 
passing out, searched through the shrubberies on either 
side of the cottage, but without success. On examining 
closely, however, he could detect the trace of recent 
footsteps on the wet grass, but lost the direction on tho 
gravel-walk; and it was in a frame of mind far from 
tranquil that he re-entered the room. 

"You saw no one?" said she, eagerly. 

**Not one." 

"Nor any appearance of footsteps?" 

"Yes, I did, or fancied I did, detect such before 
the window; but why should this alarm you, or tum 
your mind from what we spoke of? Let me onee 



more — " 



"Not now — not now, I beg of you; a seerei 
misgiving is over me, and I am not generally a coward; 
but I have not collectedness to speak to you as I ought 
I would not wish to be unkind, nor would I yet deceive 
you. This cannot be." 

"Cannot be, Mary?" 

"Do not ask me more now. You are too generons 
to give pain; spare me, then, the suffering of inflicting 
h on you, I will teil you my ieaÄOTi^\ ^qu «Iksll own 
tbem to be 5iifficient." 
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''When are we to meet again?^' saidBoland, as be 
moved slowly towards the door. 

"There it is again!" cried she, in a voice of actual 
teiror; and Cashel opened the window and sprang out; 
but even the slight delay in unfastening the sash pre> 
Tented his overtaking the'intruder, whoever he might 
be, while, in the abondance of evergreens about, search 
was certain to prove finitless. 

"6ood-by," said she, endeavouring to smile; "you 
are too proud and high of spirit, if I read you aright, 
to retom ever to a theme like this/' 

"I am hnmble enougb to sue it out — a very 
snppliant,'' said he passionately. 

*^I thought otherwise of you/' said she, affecting a 
look of disappointment. 

*'Think of me how you will, so that you know I 
love you," cried he, pressing his lips to her band; and 
then, half-maddened by the conflict in his mind, he 
bastened out, and mounting his horse, rode off; not, 
indeed, at the mad speed of his coming, but slowly, and 
with bent-down head. 

Let a man be ever so little of a coxcomb, the 

chances are that he will always explain a refusal of 

this kind on any ground rather than upon that of his 

own unworthiness. It is either a case "of pre-engaged 

affection," or some secret influence on the score of 

family and fortune, and even this sophistry lends its 

bahn to wounded self-love. Cashel, unhappily for his 

peace of mind, had not studied in this school, and went 

his way in deep despondency. Like many men who 

indulge but seldom in self-examination, he never knew 

how much bis affections were inyoVvftÖL \3\ \Mi ^x^^«t 

of tbem was refused. Now, for t\vö ia^X. ^GööÄ^V<ii^^ 
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ihat; now recognised what störe he placed ( 
esteem, and, how naturally he had tnmed fro 
wearisome dissipadons of his own house to the et 
happiness of '^the cottage." Neither could he 
himself of the thought, that had Mary known h 
his early and his only true character, that she i 
not have reftised him, and that he owed his failu 
that mongrel thing which wealth had made him. 

"I never was intended for this kind of life/^ tho\ 
he. "I am driven to absurdities and extravagance 
give it any character of interest in mj eyes, and t 
I feel ashamed of such triviality. To live among 
rieh, a man should be bom among them — should ht 
the habits, the tastes, and the traditions. These are 
be imbibed from infancy, but not acquired in manho 
— at least, I will not begin the study." 

He tumed homeward, stül slowly. The bell Wi 
ringing which calledthe guests to dress for dinner f 
he reached a large open lawn before the house, an 
for a moment he halted, muttering to himself, **Ko 
would it be, now, were I to tum my horse's head an 
never re-enter that house? How many are there, < 
all my 'dear Mends,' who would ever ask whi 
befel me?'' 

Arrived at the door, he passed up-stairs to h 
dressing-room, upon a table of which he perceived 
very small note, sealed with Lady EalgofiTs Initials. \ 
was written in pencil, and merely contained one line - 
"Come over to me, before dinner, for one minute. - 
L. K" 

He had not seen her since the day before, when 1 
had in vain sought to overtake her in the wood; an 
lur abßeace üom the dinner-tabl^ \iai^ ^^m^ v^ \£ 
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in piqne at his breach of engagement. Was this an 
eodeavour, then, to reyive that stränge relationship 
between them, which took eveiy form save love-making, 
kt was all tlie more dangerous on that account? Or, 
was it merely to take up some common- place plan 
of amusement and pleasure — that mock importance 
given to trifles which, as frequently, makes them cease 
to be trifles? 

Half careless as to what the invitation portended, 
and still pondering over bis failure, he reached her 
door and knocked. 

'^Come in,^' said she; and he entered. 
Dressed for dinner with unnsual taste and splen- 
doTir, he had never seen her look so beantifiil. For 
some time back she had observed an almost studied 
simplicity of dress, rarely wearing an omament, and 
disünguishing berself raäi^ bj a half Puritanism of 
style. The sudden change to all the blaze of diamonds 
and the softening influence of deep folds of lace, gave 
a brilliancy to her appearance quite magical; nor was 
Cashel's breeding proof against a stare of amazement 
and admiration. 

A deeper flush on her^cheek acknowledged how she 

feit his confusion, and hastening to relieve it, she said, 

^'I hare but a moment to speak to you. It is 

almost seven o'clock. You were at *the cottage' to- 

day?" 

"Tes,^' said Roland, his cheek growing scarlet as 
he spoke. 

"And, doubtless, your visit had some object of 
importance. Nay, no confessions. This is not curio- 
sity on my pari, but to let you kaov? \!tÄ\. ^wx. ^^^^ 
foUowed Scarcely iad you left Ulis, Nq\iföVi \iQ5tfs\i ^8*:^ 
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out also, making a circuit by the wood, but at a sj 
which must have soon overtaken you. He retui 
some time before yon, at the same speed, and ent 
by the back gate of the stables. From this windo 
coald see him each time." 

"Indeed!" said Roland, remembering the fi| 
Mary had seen before the window. 

'*You know my opinion of this man already. 
never moves without a plan; and, a plan, with hin 
ever a treachery." 

"He avoids me strangely; we rarely meet n 
never by any chance alone. And even before ot 
there is a forced gaiety ^n his manner, that all 
artifice cannot pass off for real." 

"Have you thwarted him in anything?" 

"Not that I know of." 

"Have you refiised him iany favour that he soi 
for?"' 

"Never." 

"Is he your debtor for what he onght, but n« 
means, to pay?" 

"Not even that. What I may have given him 
been always without any reserve or thought of r 
tution." 

"Are your affections directed towards the s 
object?" 

As she Said this, the ease in which she commei 
gradually left her, and her cheek grew flushed ere 
finished. 

"I cannot teil. There are no confidences bet^^ 
us; besides, a very bankrupt in love could not e 
my solvency. Mine is a heart that cannot thre^ 
däogeroua liveüij^'' 



Tt 



t: 



BOLAND CASHEL. 43 

"Yoa cannot be certain of that!'' said she, as if 
&mking aload. 

Fortunately, Cashel did not hear the words, but 
itood in deep reverie for some seconds. 

"There! the second bell has rang; I must leave 
you. My Lord comes down to dinner to-day. It is 
bj bis Orders that I am thus showily dressed. Linton 
has been filling bis mind witb stories of some Embassy 
he is to bare, and we are already rebearsing 'cur 
Excellencies ! ' I baye but time to say, Be on your 
gaard; Linton is no common enemy; nor does it need 
an injnry to make bim one.^' 

"It is very rüde of me, I know, to interrupt so 
interesting a tete^ ästete ^ but Mr. GasbeFs cook bas 
feelings also at stake/^ 

These words were spoken by Lord Kilgoff, who, 
in a tone of no small irritation, now joined them. 

"I was speaking of your mission, my Lord." 

"Wbich you forgot, of course, was not to be men- 
tioned — even to so sincere a well-wisher as Mr. 
CasheL" 

''In any case, my Lord, it remains safe in my 
keeping.'* 

**Very possibly, Sir; but, it is a poor eamest Lady 
Eilgoff gives of her fitness as the wife of a *Diplo- 
matiflt.' " 

Casbel gave bis arm to Lady Kilgoff without 
speaking, and bis Lordship followed them slowly 
towards the dining-room. Linton stood at the door as 
they entered, and bis wan features grew flushed as the 
haughty beauty moved past bim with the very coldest 
of recogBJtions, 
. "What m admirable taste ia yourl^oiÖLÄÄg'^V^ wA. 
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he to the old Peer; '^Lady KilgofTs diamonds are dis- 
posed with an elegance that bespeaks the gaiding skill 
of a consummate artjst." 

"Ha! yovL perceive it, then!** said he, smiling. "I 
own to you, the festooning the rohe with bouquets of 
brilliants was a fancy of miBe, and has, I ihmk, a very 
pretty effect." 

''Storr told me that he had not one person in hitf 
employment could equal your Lordship in the harmo- 
nious arrangement of gems. He mentioned a bracelet» 
if I remember aright, made from your own designs, 
as the most beautifally chaste omament he had ever seen.** 

"You must pronounce for yourself, Sir," said the 
old Lord, with a smile of elated vanity; and so, taking 
Linton^s arm, he approached where Lady Ealgoff was 
seated in a group of ladies. 

"Will you oblige me, Madam," said he, with a 
courteons bow, "by showing Mr. Linton your ruby 
and opal bracelet, which I had the poor merit of 
designing?" 

"I am unfortunate enough not to have it here," 
replied she, with a confusion which made the blood 
mount to her temples. 

"I am grieved, Madam, it should not enjoy the 
honour of your preference ," said Lord KJlgoff , with an 
air of pique. "Will you order your maid to fetch it?" 

"Fve not got it, my Lord," said she, colouring still 
deeper. 

"Not got it, Madam! you do not mean to imply — " 

"Only that it is slightly broken — a few stones have 
fallen out, and I have sent it to be repaired." 

"To be repaired, Madam! and without my know- 
Jedlg^f To wiom, pray?" 
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'That man in Dublin*, I forgei liis name.*^ 

"Yonr Ladyship meang Leonard, I presume,^^ inter- 
posed Linton, with an air of coortesy, wbile, plainer 
than any words, bis glance said , ''My revenge is coming !" 

"Leonard!" exclaimed Lord Eilgoff, with a look 
of horror. "Give Leonard tbat bracelet! the mould 
of whicb I rei^ed to tbe Prineess of Hobenböffingen, 
and wbicb I made Storr destroy in my own presence!" 

"You perceive, my Lord," cried Lady Janet, '*ber 
Ladysbip is less exclusive tban you are." 

^^And generous enougb to admire what may belong 
to anotber," added Linton, but in a tone only audible 
by*Lady KilgoflP. 

"We bave got a few minutes before dinner, Madam. 
I most beg you will employ tbem in. writing to Mr. 
Leonard to retum tbe bracelet at once. Say it was a 
mistake upon your part — an inadvertence — and 
done witbont my knowledge. Caution tbe man, too, 
abont appropriatiäg any portion of tbe design, and 
remind bim tbat articles of vertu are protected by tbe 
act of copyrigbt" 

"We bad better delay tbe post-boy, my Lord," said 
Linton; "be Starts at seven precisely." 

"Do so, Sir." 

"Dinner!" cried tbe Butler, flinging wide tbe 
folding-doors. 

"Could we delay tbat pleasant sunmions a few 
minutes, Mr. Casbel?" said Lord KilgofP. 

"It will not be necessaiy on my account, Sir; TU 
write to-morrow." And tbis sbe said witb an air of 
haugbty defiance tbat never failed to subdue tbe old 
Peer's pettüänce; said tben, accepting 0«^ä^^ ^an^«^ 
mored on witbont a word. 
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"Where is it? that's the qiiestioni" wliispered Mrs. 
White to Lady Janet. 

"Take you two to one it's not at Leonardas," said 
Frobisher. 

" Give you an even fifty Linton knows all about it,' 
replied XJpton. 

"And ten to two that he'U never teil!" chimed in 
Miss Meek; and so they took their places at the table 

CHAPTER IV. 

I could an I would , Sir Harry. 

Whilb the gay Company at Tubbennore dined 
pumptuously, and enjoyed the luxuries of a splendid 
table with no other alloy to their pleasure than th( 
ennui of people whose fastidiousness has grown inix 
malady, Mr. Corrigan sat in Council at the cottage wiü 
his ancient ally, the Doctor. There was an appearana 
of constraint over each — very unusual with men wh< 
had been friends from boyhood; and in their lon( 
pauses, and short, abrupt sentences, might be read th« 
absence of that conßding spirit which had bound then 
so many years like brothers. 

It may be in the reader's recoUection that, whil« 
Corrigan was pledged to secrecy by Linton respectin| 
his revelations of Cashel, Tiemay was equally bount 
by Roland not to divulge any of his plans för the oh 
man's benefit. Perhaps it was the first time in the lif 
of either that such a reserve had been practised* Cei 
tainly, it weighed heavily upon both; and more thaj 
pnce they were Coming to the fatal resolve to breal 
t^eir rowSf and then some suid^u Vkow^X. — ^«tsÄ ^a 
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known dread of disconcerting the intentions of those 
, who trusted them — would cross their mind, and after 
L a momentary struggle, a half cough, and muttered 
f "Well! well!" they would relapse into silence, each 
&r too occupied by himself to note the other^s embai^ 
rassment 

It was after a long time and much thought that 
Corrigan perceived, however pledged to Linton not to 
speak of Cashers conduct respecting the cottage, that 
be was in nowise bound to secrecy regarding the pro- 
I posal for Mary Leicester^s hand; and this was, mdeed, 
the topic on which he was most desirous of the Doctor^s 
eounseL 

"I have a secret for you, Tiernay," said the old 
man, at length; "and it is one which will surprise you. 
Ihave had an offer this morning for Mary! Ay, just 
so. You orten told me that nothing but this life of 
Isolation and retirement would have left her with me 
80 long-, but the thought of losing her — the tangible, 
actoal dread — never presented itself before this day!" 

"Who is it?" said Tiernay, shortly, but not without 
evident agitation of manner. 

"One who has never enjoyed much of your favour, 
Tiernay, and whom I suspect you have judged with 
less than your habitual faimess." 

"I know the man. Linton?" 

"It was Linton." 

"And he actually made this proposition?" said 
Tiernay, with an expression of the most unbounded 
ßurprise in his features. 

"To me, myself, in this room, he made it." 

"He asked you what her fortune 'woxiiäL \>^*^'''' ^"nä. 
Tiernay y graßßy. 
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**Bfe did not; he told me of his own. H( 
by a recent event he had become possessed ( 
property to make him indifFerent to the 
whoever he might many. He spoke sensibl 
of hif futnre career, of the plans he had con( 
the rales he made for bis own guidance; 
warmly of her with whom he wished to sh 
tones; and lastly, he alluded in kind terms 
dependent as I am upon her care, and livii 
apon her afBection. In a word, if there w 
ardour of a passionate lover, there was wl 
better from — the sentiments of one who 
reflected on bis own position in life, who 
World well, and could be no mean guid 
dangers and difficulties." 

"Have you told Mary of this?" 

"I have not. My answer to Linton wai 
have time to think over this proposal; giv< 
honrs of thought before I even speak to 
daughter;' and he acceded at once/^ 

**Good Heavens!" exclaimed Tiemay, 
pacing the room. ^^How inadequate are \ 
men — removed from interconrse with 
neither players nor lookers-on at the game o 
cope with one like him, and see what he ] 
himself by this alliance! As for bis affecti 
bis power to feel her worth, to estimate 
virtuos of her spoüess nature, I cannot, I \ 
lieve it." 

"And for that very reason are you unf 

hisL Tour prejudices, ever against him, ai 

Btronger, because you canaot ^-roifik t£\.q 
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enoügh to suit your theory; you give the benefit of all 
your doubts againfit himself." 

"I know him to be a gambler in its worst sense. 
Not one wlio plays even for the gratification of those 
altemating vacillations of hope and fear whicb jaded, 
vom-out üatures resort to as the recompense for blunted 
emotions and blasted ambitions, but a gambler for 
gain! — that foul amalgam of the miser and the 
knave. Tve s^en him play the sycophant, too, like 
one who stadied long his part, and knew it thoroughly. 
No, no, Con, it is not one like this must be husband 
ofMary!" 

"I teil you again, Tiemay, you suffer your pre- 
jndices to outrun all your prudence. The very fact 
that he asks in marriage a portionless girl, without in- 
fluence from family, and without the advantage of 
Station, should outweigh all your doubts twice told." 

"This does but puzzle me — nothing more,'' said 
Tiemay, doggedly. '' Were it Cashel, that high-hearted, 
generous youth, who made this offer — " 

**I must stop you, Tiemay; you are as much at 
fault in your over-estimate of o?if^ as in your disparage- 
ment of the other. Cashel is not what you deem him. 
Ask me not how I know it. I cannot — I dare not 
teil you; it is enough that I do know it, and know it 
by the evidence of my own eyes." 

*'Then they have deceived you, that's all,'* said 
Tiemay, roughly; "for I teil you, and I speak now of 
what my own knowledge can sustain, that he is the 
yery soul of generosity — a generosity that would 
iinply recklesmesB , i£ not guided Töy tSoÄ ävAs^ksä!^ ^^'- 
ßcaejr ofan almoat g-irlish spirit.'' 

Buland CasheL II f, ^ 
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"Tiemay, Tiemay, you are wrong, I say, 
Corrigan, passionately. 

"And /say it is you who are in error," said 1 
"It was but this morning I held in my hands - 
stopped, stammered, and was silent. 

"Well," cried Corrigan, "go on; not that, 
you could convince me against what my eyes i 
sored, for here, upon this table, I beheld — " 

"Out with it, man! Teil what jugglery h 
practised on you, for I see you have been dup< 

"HushI here's Mary!" cried Corrigan, who, s 
able to control himself, now walked the room i 
agitation. 

"You were talking so loud," said Mary, 
guessed you were quarrelling about politics, a 
came to make peace." 

"We were not, Mary, but Tiemay is in on» 
wrong-head humours." 

"And your grandfather in the silliest of bis 
ones!" exclaimed Tiemay, as, snatching up bis 
left the cottage. 



CHAPTEE V. 

Like battle-trumps 
The Chaos of their tongues did drown reflectlon. 

It might be thought that in a household so 
contrarieties as Tubbermore, any new plan of j 
would have met but a meagre success. Here, 'w 
Kilgoffs, upon one side, füll of some secret imp- 
and already speaking of the imcertainty of pass 
ßpring in IreJand, There, -wesö 1i\iö ILetai^i^^^^ 
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disorganised by intestine troubles — mother, annt, and 
daughters at open war, and only of one mind for Bome 
few minutes of each day, when they assailed the luck- 
less Kennyfeck as the ^'author of all evil;^' Frobisher, 
discontented tbat no bandicap could be ^^got up/* to 
remimerate bim for tbe weariness of bis exile; Upton, 
raffering under tbe pangs of rejection; Sir Andrew, 
reduced to a skeleton by tbe treatment against bis an- 
biappy Opiate, being condemned, as *^Jim*^ pbrased it, 
to ''two beavy sweats witbout body clotbes, and a 
ärencb every day;" Meek grown peevisb at tbe little 
prospect of making anytbing of Casbel politically; and 
Oashel bimself bipped and bored by all in tum, and 
wearied of being tbe bead of a bouse wbere tbe only 
pleasantry existed in tbe servants' ball — and tbey 
were all rogues and tbieves wbo made it. 

It migbt be easily supposed tbese were not tbe in- 
gredients wbicb would amalgamate into any agreeable 
Union, and tbat even a Suggestion to tbat end would 
meet but few supporters. 

Not so; tbe very tbougbt of doing "anytbing" was 
arelief: eacb feit, perbaps, bis sbare of sbame at tbe 
general ennui^ and longed for wbatever gave a cbance 
of repelling it. It was as in cei-tain political conditions 
in seasons of general Stagnation — men are willing 
)7en to risk a revolution ratber tban continne in a State 
)f unpromising monotony. 

Linton, wbose own plans required tbat tbe otbers 
hould be fiill of occupation of one kind or otber, was 
lie £b*st to give tbe impulse, by reminding Miss Meek 
lat ber sovereignty bad, np to tbis, been a dead 
Jtter. 

*'You bave positlvely done notimig,^' ÄÄaL\Ä>''''««ÄÄ 
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your accessioQ. Here we are, all ready to do 
bidding, only waiting for the shadow of a wish^ 
your part. There is no obstacle anywhere; pra^-- 
US commence a series of such right royal festiviti^^^ 
shall cause the envy of every other sovereigt:? // 
Christendom." 

"rm sure I wish for nothing better; but nobod; 
minds me/^ said she pouting. 

"What shall be the opening, then?" said Lintoi 
taking a sheet of paper and seating himself, in aJ 
form, to write. "A masquerade?" 

"By all means! A masquerade!" exclaimed ^^ 
dozen voices; and at once a large circle gathered round 
the table where he sat. 

^^Does the country afford materials for one?*^ asked 
Jennings. 

"Oh dear, yesi" sighed Meek; "you could gather 
a great many important people here by a little manage^ 
ment." 

"TU teil Macnevin, wha commands at Limerick, to 
send ye every officer wha isn't under arrest," said Sir 
Andrew. 

A Speech received with great favour by various 
young ladies unknown to the reader. 

Every one who knew anything of the three neigh- 
bouring counties was at once summoned to form part 
of a select committee to name those who ought to be 
invited. The Chief Justice was acquainted with the 
principal persons, from bis having gone circuit; but 
then , those he mentioned were rarely of the stamp to 
add lustre or brilliancy to a fancy ball; indeed, ns 
Llnton whispered, "The old jud^e ha.d elther han^ed 
or tranapoitid all the pleasaal i^ilo^^r 
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The Infantry men from Limerick were familiär 
vith every pretty girl of that famed capital and its 
environs for some miles round; and as exclnsiveness 
was not to be the rule, a very imposing list was soon 
drawn up. 

Then came the qnestion of receiving so large a 
party, and each vied with his neighbour in generons 
sacrifices of accommodation; even Downie voiichsafed 
tosay that the noise would be terrible, "but one ought 
to submit to anything to give pleaSure to his firiends.'' 

The theatre shonld be the ball-room; the two 
drawing-rooms and the library would offer space for 
the Company to promenade; the buffet stand in the 
diningroom; and supper be served in the great con- 
seiratory, which, with its trellised vines all studded 
with lights disposed as stars, would have a new and 
beautifiil effect 

Sir Andrew promised two military bands, and un- 
married officers ä discretion. 

Devoted offers of assistance poured in from every 
Foraging partiea were "told off," to shoot snipe 
Jind woodcocks without ceasing; and Frobisher was'to 
ply with a four-in-hand — of CasheFs horses — to and 
from Limerick every day, carrying everybody and 
eveiything that was'wanting. 

AU the servants of the guests, as well as of the 
were to be attired in a costume which, after 
some discussion, was decided to be Spanish. 

Unlimited facilities were to be at the disposal of 
dl, for whatever they pleased to order. Mrs. White 
8Ät down to write to Paris for an envo^ o^ mQ^v\Q«ÄSi 
^ä camelias, with a postscript feom \5^\.ötl otq. ^^ ^^^ 
J^i of red partridgea' a,ni foie gras. 
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Jennings dictated a despatch to Mayence for tw 
cases of Steinberger; and Ho wie took notes of all fc 
a series of papers, which in four different styles wei 
to appear in four periodicals simultaneously. 

As each guest was at füll liberty to invite som 
half-dozen friends there was quite an excitement i 
comparing lists with each other, and speculations ii 
numerable as to the dress and cbaracter they woul 
appear in, for all were mysterious upon tbat head. 

"But whar is Misther Cashel all this time?" sai 
Sir Andrew; ^^metbinks it wud na be vara polite na 1 
hae bis opinion upon a^ this, syne be must gie tl: 
silier for it" 

"He's playing cbess witb Lady Kilgoff in tbe bei 
doir," Said Jennings. 

"Teil Kennyfeck," said Frobisber; "tbat's qui 
enougb! Casbel calls everytbing wbere money ente 
— business, and bates it, in consequence." 

"Oh, dear! I'm precisely of bis mind, then," sigh( 
Meek, caressing bis whiskers. 

"KilgofiP will not remain, you'U see," said Upto 
"He is not pleased with my Lady's taste for clo 
intimacy," 

"The Kennyfecks are going to-morrow or ne 
day," said anotber. 

"So they have been every day this last week; b 
if some of you genüemen wül only be gallant enou| 
to give a good reason for remaining, they'U not sti: 
This was spoken by Lady Janet in her tartest 
voices, and with a steady stare at Upton, wbo strok 
bis mustaches in very palpable conftision. "Yes, i. 
Sarvejr,^^ continued sbe, "Tm T^ei^l^o^^l^ ^«mxsÄ^ ai 
'''■ LintoUf I perceive, agreea V\\k "hä?^ 
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"As he always does, Lady Janet, when he desiree 
to be in the right," said Linton, bowing. 

"Aw — 1, aw — I didn^t think it was so easy in 
tbat qaarter, aw!^^ said Jennings, in a low semi-con- 
r| fidential tone. 

"ril insure you for a fair premimn, Jennings, if 
you have any fancy that way." 

"Aw, I don't know — concem looks hazardous — 
Ha, ha, ha!' — don't you think so?" But as nobody 
joined in his laughter, he resnmed, in a lower voice, 
"There's Upton's very spooney indeed about one of 
tbem." 

"It's ihe aunt," said Linton; **a very fine woman, 
too; what the French call a ^heaute severe;^ bnt classi- 
cal, quite classical." 

"Confounded old harridan!" muttered Upton be- 
tween his teeth; "I'd not take her with Rothschild's 
bank at her disposaL" 

All this little chit-chat was a thing got np by 
Linton, while stationing himself in a position to watch 
Cashel and Lady Kilgoff, who sat, at a chess-table, in 
an adjoining room. It needed not Linton's eagle glance 
to perceive that neither was attentive to the game, but 
that they were engaged in deep and eamest conver- 
sation. Lady Ealgoffs back was towards him, but 
Koland's face he could see clearly^ and watch the signs 
of anger and impatience it displayed. 

"A little more noise and coirfusion here," thought 
Linton, **and they' 11 forget that they're not a hundred 
miles away;" and acting on this, he set about arranging 
the Company in various groups*, and while he disposed 
a eiTcle of very Ä5t-taJking old ladiea , to öa^cvxsÄ x«:^ 
md pnvilegeB, in one corner, he employ^öi Äoxaft oö* 
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in devising a character quadrille, over which Mrs. 
White was to preside; and then, seating a young lady 
at the piano , one of those determined performers who 
nin a steeple-cbase through waltz, polka, and mazurka, 
for hours uninterruptedly, he saw that he had mana- 
factured a very pretty chaos "off-hand." 

While hurrying hither and thither, directing, in- 
structing, and advising every one, he contrived also, 
and. as it were by mere accident, to draw across the 
doorway of the boudoir the heavy velvet curtain tha 
performed the function of a door. The Company wen 
far too busied in their various occupations to remarl 
this; far less was it perceived by Lady Kilgoff o 
Holand. Nobody knew better than Linton how i 
perform the part of fly-wheel to that complicated engin 
called Society; he could regulate its pace to whateve 
speed he pleased; and npon this occasion he pushe 
the velocity to the ntmost; and, by dint of thi 
miraculous magnetism by which men of warm imag 
nation and quick fancy inspire their less susceptibl 
neighbours, he spread the contagion of bis own merr 
humour, and converted the drawing-room into a sces 
of ahnost riotous gaiety. 

*'They want no more leadership now," said he, an 
slipped from the room and hastened towards the librar^ 
where sat Lord Ealgoff, surrounded by folios of Grotiu 
and PufPendorf — less, indeed, for perusal and studj 
than as if inhaling the spirit of diplomatic craft froi 
their presence. 

*^ Nay, my Lord, this is too much," said he, enterin 
with a smile; "some relaxation is really necessar] 
Pray come and dissipate a little with us in the drawin| 
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"Don't lose my place, however," said he, smiling 

far more gradously than bis wont "I was just con- 

sidering that assertion of Grotius, wherein he lays it 

down that ^a river is always objectionable as a national 

bomidaiy.' I dissent completely firom the doctrine. A 

river has all the significance of a natural £rontier. It 

is the line of demarcation drawn firom the commence- 

ment of the world between different tracts, and at once 

suggests Separation.^' 

"Very true, my Lord; I see your Observation in 
all its justice. A river, in the natural world, is like 
the distinguishing symbol of rank in the social, and 
should ever be a barrier against unwarrantable in- 
tnision." 

Lord Ealgoff smiled, tapped bis snuff-box, and 
nodded as though to say, "Continue." Linton under- 
stood the hint in this wise, and went on: 

"And yet, my Lord, there is reason to fear that, 
with individuals as with nations, these demarcations are 
losing their ^prestige,^ What people call enlightenment 
and progress, now-a-days, is the mere negation of these 
principles." 

"Every age has thrown some absurd theory to the 
Bnrface, Sir," said Lord Ealgoff, proudly; *' Southcotians, 
Hormons, cmd Badicals among the rest. But truth, 
Sir, has sdways the ascendancy in the long run. Facts 
camiot be sneered down; and the Pyrenees and the 
Dnglish Peerage are facts, Mr. Linton, and similar 
facts, too!" 

Linton looked like one who divided himself between 
rebuke and conviotion — submissive, but yet &ati&fi.Qd^ 

^''Gire me yoni ai^m, Linton; rm atiJXN^rj \aaiSx«^a. 
ßtrong; this place disagrees "witli me. 1. ^^joätj ^^ «^^ 
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is rhenmatic, and I am impatient to get away: 
the fact is, I have been lingering in the ho] 
receiving some tidings from the Foreign-office , ^ 
I had rather would reach me here, than at mj own bo 

*'Precisely, my Lord; the request tben bas tl 
— I mean, it shows you have been sought aftc 
the Minister, and solicited to take oMce wheo 
thinking of the matter yourself/^ 

**Quite so; I open the despatch, as it may b 
the breakfast-table , jocularly observing that it ] 
official, eh?" 

"Exactly, my Lord; you even surmise that it 
prove an appointment you have solicited for oi 
your numerous proteges — something in the Colc 
or the 'troop,' without purchase, in the Blues?'' 

Lord Kilgoff laughed — for bim, heartily - 
Linton's concurrence in bis humour, and went on: 

"And when I open it, and read the contents, 

Here he paused, as if asking what effect bis a 
friend would ascribe to such pleasant tidings. 

*'I tbink^ I see your Lordship throw the h 
packet from you with a *PshawI' of disappointr 
while you mutter to your next neighbour, *I have 
warding off this these two or three last years, 
there's no help for it; the King insists upon my ta 
the mission at Florence!'" 

"I must say, Mr. Linton, your conjecture strike 
as strained and unnatural. The appointment to r 
sent my august master at the court of Tuscany n 
be a worthy object of any ambition. I cannot agree 
the View jrou take of it." 

Lmton aaw that be had "c]iQiX^<&d loo i^x^^ 
JtM^tened to secure bis retreat 
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"I spoke, my Lord, rather wiäi reference to your 
tegret at quittmg the scenes of your natxtral inflnence 
at home, of withdrawing from this distracted country 
the high example'^of your presence, the wisdom of your 
connsels, the mnnificence of your charity. These are 
sad exports at such a time as this!^^ 

Lord EdlgofiP sighed — he sighed heavily; he knew 
Ireland had gone through many trials and afflictions, 
bnt the dark ^ture which Linton pictured had never 
presented itself so füll of gloom be&re. He doubtless 
feit that, when he left the ship, she would not long 
Bnryive the breakers; and, sunk in these reveries, he 
valked along at Linton^s side tili they gained the pic- 
tare-gallery, at one extremity of which lay the.boudoir 
we have spoken of. 

"Poor things, my Lord!" said Linton, shrugging 
Us Shoulders as he passed along, and casting a con- 
temptuous glance at the apocryphal Vandykes and 
Uorillos around, and for whose authenticity he had 
liimself, in nearly every case, been the guarantee. 

Lord Kilgoff gave a fleeting look at them, but said 
nolhing; and Linton, to occupy tiroe, went on: 

"New men, like our friend here, should never 
aspire above the Flemish school. Your Cuyps, and 
Hobbemas, and Vanderveldes, are easily understood, 
and their excellences are soon leamed. Even Mieris 
and Grerard Dow are open to such connoisseurship; but, 
to feel the calm nobißty of a Velasquez, the sublime 
dignity of a Vandyke, or the glorious intellectuality of 
a Titian portrait, a man must be a bom gentleman, in 
tts most «xalted signification. What a perfect taste 
your coUection at KilgoS displaysl AÄ Äi^Mösäsi ^"t 
'eneü'aB, i£ I mistake not." 
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"Are we not like to distorb a tete-a-tete ^ Linton 
Said Lord Kilgoff, nudging bis friend's arm, and laughi 
slily, as he pointed througb the large frame of pla 
glass that formed a door to the boudoir. 

"By Jove!" said Linton, in a low whisper, "a 
so we were! You are always thoughtM, my Lord!' 

'^You know the adage, Linton, ^An old poacli 
inakes the best gamekeeper!^ Ha, ha, ha!^' 

"Ah, myLordI I have heard as mach of you. B 
who can they be?" 

"We shall soon see, for it is always better in the 
cases to incur the rudeness of intermption than t 
meanness of espionnage;" and so saying, Lord Kilgi 
opened the door and entered. Although in so doii 
the noise he made might easily have attracted noti< 
the chess-players, either deep in their preoccapation, 
habituated to the uproar of the drawing-room, paid i 
attention y so that it was only as he exclaimed "La< 
KilgofF!" that both started, and beheld him, as, ps 
with passion, he stood supporting himself on the ba 
of a chair. 

"Pray don't stir, Sir; be seated, I beg," said 1 
addressing Cashel, in a voiee that shook with ang( 
"my interruption of your game was pure accident." 

"No apologies, my Lord; we are both but indifferc 
players," said Cashel, smiling, but yet very far fr< 
at ease. 

"Your seclusion at least bespeaks the interest y 
feel in the game. 3^. Linton and I can vouch — 
(Here bis Lordship tumed to call bis witness, but 
had left the court, or, more properly speaking, h 
iieve(r entered it.) 

''Linton here?" saidLaiyl^\fto^/^^^^^^^'^ 
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:Ougli scarce a wliisper, was actoally thrilling in the 
Ltensit j of its meaning. 

^^I hope, Sir, when you have lived somewhat more 
1 tbe World, you will leam that the first duty of a host 
3 not to compromise a guest." 

"I am most williug to be taught by your Lordship's 
netter knowledge; but if I am to benefit by the lesson 
in the present case, it must be more clearly expressed,'* 
Bald Cashel, cabnly. 

"As for you, Madam,'* said Lord Kilgoff, "I camiot 
compliment you on the progress you have made in ac- 
qairing the habits and instincts of ^your order/" 

*^My Lord!" exclaimed she; and then, with a coun- 
tenance wherein rebuke and entreaty were blended, 
Bhe stopped. 

"I am aware, Sir, what eclat young gentlemen now- 
a-days derive from the supposed preference of indivi- 
daals of exalted rank; and I would hope that your 
vanity may be most in fault, here." 

"My Lord, one word — only one," said Cashel, 
eagerly; "I am sadly afflicted with the infirmity of bot 
temper, which never gives way more surely, nor more 
suddenly, than when accused wrongfully. Such is your 
Lordship doing at present. I would eutreat you not to 
say, what a very little calm reflection will call upon 
you to retract." 

"This concems ine^ Sir, most of all," said Lady 
Kilgoff, rising and drawing herseif proudly up. " These 
Miworthy suspicions had never occurred to you, had 
iey not been prompted; but you might have believed 
iiat when I sacrificed all I have done, for that rank of 
^hich so incessäntly you remind me, t\iall '^qxjXi^ \jl<qX» 
^Mjrhsusard the position for which 1 ^paiäi äo öä^^* — 
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Lei US leave Uns now, my Lord; Mr. Cadbel can scarc 
desire a presen«« tbat has so ungratefolly rewarded 
hospitality, and I, at least, shall be spared the mor 
cation of meeting one who has been a witness to s: 
an outrage." 

"Tbis is not to end bere, Sir," said Lord Kilg 
in a wbisper to Casbel, wbo, more intent upon tbewo 
Lady Kilgoff had just uttered, carelessly answered, 

"As you will." 

"Good-by, Mr. Casbel," said sbe, bolding out 
band; "I wisb I was leaving a better souvenir beb 
me tban tbe memory of tbis last scene." 

"I will never remember it, Madam," said Casl 
"but, I would beg tbat you may not let an incident 
trivial, so perfectly devoid of everytbing like 
portance, basten your going. Notbing save malevole 
and calumny could suggest any otber Impression, t 
I would beseecb you not to favour, by sucb a step 
a basty departure, tbe malice tbat scandal-lovers d 
circulate." 

"Tbis is matter for rny consideration, Sir," e 
Lord Kilgoff, baugbtily, wbile, drawing Lady Kilg< 
arm witbin bis own, be made a vigorous attempt 
move away with dignity. 



CHAPTEK VI. 

Is he not too old for such gambols? — Sir Raymond. 

Cashel was in no mood to join bis Company a 

sucb a scene, and bastening up-stairs, be entered 

dressing-room. Wbat was bis surprise to see i 

Lintoü waa seated in an easy-cliak \i^iox^ xJjä.^^^ 
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yiBg a cigar and a new novel, with all the cool ne- 
ligence of his unroffled nature. ^ 

^^At last!" cried he, as Cashel entered. *^I have 
een waiiing here most impatiently to know how you 
;ot tbrough it" 

"Through what? — how — what do you mean?" 

"That affair with Kilgoff. I slipped away when I 
»w that he loould enter ihe boudoir, after having 
soughed and sneezed like a grampns, in the hope of 
attracting your attention; but you were so confoundedly 
Bngrossed by my Lady's agreeability — ßo excessively 
tender — " ^ 

^^Linton, I must stop you at once. I may barter 
some of my own self-respect for quietness^ sake, and 
let you talk this way of fnej but you shall not do so of 
aoother." 

^^Hang it, man, she is an older friend than your- 
self. I have known her these seven years — as little 
more than a child." 

"Your friendship woidd seem a costly blessing, if 
you understand its duties always in this fashion/' 

^^1 hope it will admit of a little frankness, at all 
events," said he, affecting a laugh. ^^It will be too 
bad if you both fall out with me for watching over 
your interests." 

"I don't understand you." 

"I will be piain enough. I have seen for many a 
day back what has been going on. I perceived the very 
commencement of the mischief , when probably neither 
she nor you dreamed of it; and, resigning all the 
esteem that years had cemented between us, I spoke to 
ber. Ajr, Boland, I told her what woiÄä. \iai^^^'ö.. ^ 
vd, tbat qualitiea like yours could. ilo\. \)e ^ix^^Jl\gß^» 
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every day into contrast witli those of poor Ejlgoj 
without most unhappy comparisons. I explained to ha 
that if she did form an attachment to you, it could no 
be one of those passing flirtations that an easy code o 
fashion admits and sanction^; that you were a feilen 
whose generous nature could never descend to sud 
heartless levity, and that there was no sacrifice a 
Position and prospect you would hesitate to maki 
for a woman that loved you; and I asked her flatiy, 
would she bring such ruin upon you? The greater 
fool myself ; I ought to have known better. She not 
only reftised to listen to me, but actually resented my 
attempted kindness by actual injury. I don't want 
to speak for myself here, so I'H hasten on. It was all 
but a cut between us, for mohths before we met here. 
You may remember, in Dublin, we rarely even spoke 
to each other; we, who once had been like brothei 
and sister! 

"Well, before she was a week here, I saw thatüi< 
danger I had dreaded so long, was hourly becomin| 
more imminent. Tom, very possibly, had not a seriott 
thought upon the matter, but she had actually fallen ii 
love! I suppose you must have played hero, at tha 
shipwreck, in spme very chivalrous fashion; however i 
was, myLady had lost her heart, precisely at the sam 
time that bis Lordship had lost bis head — leaviuj 
you, I conjecture, in a very awkward dilemma. Seeiuj 
there was no time to lose, and resolving to sacrifie 
myself to save her, I made one more effort I'll nc 
weary you with a narrative of my eloquence, nor repef 
any of the ten-thousand-and-one reasons I gave, for hc 
sbimiiingr jour society, and, if need were^ leaving you 
Itoase, The whole ended aa 1 ou^\. \Äi \lw^ ^q«»« 
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it would — in an open breach between us ; she, candidly 
avowing that 8be would be my deadly enemy tbrougb 
life, and even procure a personal rupture between you 
an^me, if pusbedto it, by my impertinent imporümity/ 
so she called it. I own to you I was completely dnmb- 
fonnded by this. I knew that sbe had courage for any- 
thing, and that, if she did care for a man, there would 
be a recklessness in the course she would follow that 
would defy guidance or direction, and so, I abstained 
from any further interference ; and, as you may have 
remarked yourself, I actually estranged myself from 

you." 

"I did remark that/| said Cashel, gravely. 

"Well, to-night, when by mere accident Kilgoff 
and I had sauntered into the gallery and came upon 
you in the boudoir, I own frankly I was not sorry for 
it; unpleasant as such scenes are, they are better — a 
bundred thousand times better — than the sad con- 
sequences they anticipate; and even should anything 
take place personally, Td rather see you stand Kilgoff's 
fire at *twelve paces,' than be exposed to the flash of 
my Lady's eye at *one/" 

"Your friendly zeal,*' said Cashel, with a very 
peculiar emphasis on the words, "would seem to have 
got the Upper band of your habitually sharp perception; 
tbere was nothing to fear in any part of my intimacy 
with Lady Kilgoff. I have been but too short a time 
eonversant with fashionable life to forget more vulgär 
babits, and, among them, that which forbids a man to 
pay bis addresses to the wife of another. I need not 
mdicate her Ladyship; that she has taken a warm^ 
I shame not to aay, an affectionate iivtet^^X. m \o:^ 
^liunes, may have been .imprudent, 1 "kno^ tvöV ^V«^ 

ßa/aa^ Cashel. Ilf, ^ 
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your Code admits of or rejects, but, her kindneas 
demands all mj gratitude, and, if need be, the defenee 
that a man of bonour sbould always be readj to o&st 
for the cause of truth." 

"Don't you perceive, Cashel, that all you are say* 
ing only proves what I have been asserting — thut 
while you are actually Ignorant of your danger, thi 
peril is but the greater? I repeat it to you, howevc 
intact your heart may be, hers is in your keeping. . 
know this; nay, I say it advisedly — don't shak 
your head and look so confident — I repeat it, I knoi 
this to be the case/' 

"You know it?" said Cashel, as though Linton 
words had startled his convictions. 

"I know it, and Tll prove it, but upon one cor 
dition, your word of honour as to secrecy." Cashi 
nodded, and Linton went on. "Some short time bacl 
some one , under the shelter of the anonymous , wroi 
her a letter, stating that they had long watched h€ 
intimacy with you — grieving over it, and regrettin 
that she shoiüd have yielded any portion of h€ 
affection to one, whose whole life had been a series i 
deceptions; that your perjuries in Love's Court wei 
undeniable, and that you were actually married, legall; 
and regularly married, to a young Spanish girl." 

"Was this told her?" said Cashel, gasping fc 
breath. 

"Yes, the very name was given — Maritana, if 
mistake not. — Is there such a name?" 

Cashel bent his head slightly in assent. 

"How you had deserted this poor girl after havin 
wen her a£Fections — " 

'^Tbk iB false, Sii-, e\ery ^ox^ ^ä \^ i^i^;^'' ^ 
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Gasbel, purple with passion; "nor will I permit any 
man to drag her name before this world of »landerers 
in colmexion with such a tale. Great Heaven! what 
hypocrisy it is to have a horror for the assassin and 
the cut-throat, and yet, give shelter, in your society, to 
iiiose who stab character and poison reputation! I teil 
yon, Sir, that among those buccaneers you have so 
often gneered at, you'd not meet one base enough for 
Ulis." 

"I think you are too severe npon this kind of 
tra&sgression, Cashel,^^ said Linton, calmly. '^It is as 
often prompted by mere idleness as malice. The great 
mass of people in this life have nothing to do, and 
they go wrong, just for occupation. There may have 
been — there generally is ■ — a little grain of truth 
amid all the chaff of fiction; there may, therefore, be 
ayoung lady whose name was — " 

"I forbid you to speak it. I knew her, and, girl 
as she was, she was not one to suffer insult in her 
presence, nor shall it be offered to her in her absence." 

"My dear fellow, your generous warmth should not 
be imjust, or eise you will find few friends willing to 
incur your anger in the hope of doing you service. I 
never believed a word of this story. Marriage — 
adventure — even the young lady's identity, I deemed 
all fictions together." 

Cashel muttered something he meant to be apologe- 
tic for bis rudeness, and Linton was not slow in accept- 
ing even so unwilling a reparation. 

"Of course I think no more of it," cried he, with 
affected cordiality. "I was going to teil you how Lady 
K3}^off receired tbe tidings — exae&y ^^ n^t^ 
opjfosite to wbat her kind correBpondeut ^^^ Vc&rsiää^* 
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It actually seemed to encourage her in her passion, aa 
though there was a similarity in your cases. Besides, 
she feit, perhaps, that she was not dama^ing your 
future career, as it might be asserted she had done, 
were you unmarried. These are mere guesses on my 
part. I own to you, I have little skill in reading the 
Machiavellism of a female heart; the only key to its 
mystery I know of is, 'always suspect what is least 
likely; " 

"And I am to sit down -patiently under all this 
calumny!" said Cashel, as he walked the room with 
hasty Steps. "I am perhaps to receive at my table 
those whose amnsement it is so to sport with my 
character and my fame!" 

"It is a very naughty world, no doubt of it," said 
Linton, lighting a fi'esh cigar; "and the worst of it ift 
it tempts one always to be as roguish as one's neigh- 
bours, for self-preservation." 

"You say I am not at liberty to speak of this lette^ 
to Lady Kilgoff?" 

"Of course not; I am myself a defaulter in havinf 
told the matter to you." 

Cashel paced the room humedly; and what a whirl 
wind of opposing thoughts rushed through his brain 
for while at times all Lady Kilgoffs warnings abou 
Linton, all his own suspicions of his duplicity anc 
deceit, were uppermost, there was still enough ii 
Linton's narrative, were it true, to account for Lad] 
Kilgoffs hatred of him. The counsels he had given 
and she rejected, were enough to fumish a feud fo 
ever between them. At ^Mc\i «»Ida \s^ Ihß truth' 
Aad tbeuj tid» letter about llLm\;ö.ti^ab — -^V^ ^*ä '^ 
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writer? Could it be Linton himself? and if so, would 
he have ventured to allude to it? 

These thoaights harassed aud distressed him at eveiy 
instant, and in bis present feeling towards Linton be 
could not ask bis aid to solve tbe mystery. 

Now, be was balf-disposed to cbarge bim witb tbe 
whole slander; bis passion prompted bim to seek an 
object for bis vengeance, and tbe veiy cool air of in- 
difference Linton assumed was provocative of anger. 
The next moment, be feit asbamed of sucb intemperate 
warmth, and almost persuaded bimself to teil bim of 
his proposal for Mary Leicester, and tbus, prove tbe 
injustice of tbe suspicion about Lady Kilgoff. 

"Tbere's a tap at tbe door, I tbink," said Linton. 
"I suppose, if it's Frobisber, or any of tbem, you'd 
rather not be bored?" And, as if di\dning tbe ans wer, 
he arose and opened it. 

"Lord Kilgoffs compliments, and requests Mr. 
Linton will come over to bis room," said bis Lordsbip's 
valet. 

"Very well," said Linton, and closed tbe door. 
"What can tbe old Peer want at tbis time of nigbt. 
Am I to bring a message to you, Casbel?" 

Casbel gave an insolent laugb. 

"Or sball I teil bim tbe story of Davoust at Ham- 
burg, wben tbe Syndicate accused bim of peculating, 
and mentioned some millions tbat be bad abstracted 
from tbe treasury. 'All untrue, gentlemen/ said be; 
*I never beard of tbe money before, but since you bave 
been polite enougb to mention tbe fact, I'U not sbow 
myself so ungrateful as to forget it.' Do yow. IVäx^ 
KiI^<?F would see tbe ä proposV'* 
Witb tbis Speech, uttered in ihat Wlt-iocAjXs« moo^ 
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habitual to him, Linton left the room, wliüe Casliel 
continued to ponder over the late scene, and itB 
probable consequences ; not tlie least serious of which 
was, that Linton was possessor of bis secrets. Now, 
thinking upon wbat be bad just beard of Lady Kilgofl 
— now, picturing to bimself bow Mary Leicester would 
regard bis pledge to Maritana, be walked impatienÜy 
up and down, wben tbe door opened, and Lintoi 
appeared. 

"Just as I surmised!" said be, tbrowing bimseÜ 
into a cbair, and laugbing beartily. "My Lord will 
be satisfied witb notbing but a duel *d mortJ'^^ 

"I see no cause for mirtb in sucb a contingency,' 
said Casbel, gravely, "tbe very rumour of it wouW 
ruin Lady Kilgoff." 

"Tbat of course is a grave consideration," saic 
Linton, affecting seriousness; "but it is still more bi 
tban yours." 

"ZTe is a dotard!" said Casbel, passionately, "am 
not to be tbougbt of. She is young, beautifiil, an< 
unprotected. Her fortune is a bard one abeady, nc 
is tbere any need to make it still more cruel/' 

"I balf doubt sbe would tbink it so!" said Lintoi 
witb an air of levity, as be stooped to select a cigar. 

"How do you mean, Sir?" cried Casbel, angrily. 

"Wby, simply, tbat wben you sboot my Lor 
you'U scarcely desert my Lady," said be, witb tbe sau 
easy manner. 

"You surely told bim tbat bis suspicions we: 
unfounded and unjust; tbat my intimacy, bower 
prompted by tbe greatest admiration, bad never trao 
gressed tbe line of respect?" 

"öf course, my deai feWo^ > \ ^^^ ^ ^wää 
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things of you that I didn^t believe, — and worse still, 
neither did he; bat tbe upshot of all is, that he fancies 
ü ig a question between the Peerage and tho great un- 
titled class; he has got into his wise brain that the 
Baxons of Runnymede will rise from their monumental 
marble in horror and shame at such an invasion of 
'the Order;' and that there will be no longer security 
beneath the Coronet when such a domestic Jack Cade 
as yourself goes at large." 

"I teil you again, Linton — and let it be for the 
last time — your pleasantry is most ill-timed. I can- 
not, I will not, gratify this old man's humour, nor make 
myself ridiculous to pamper his absurd vanity. Besides, 
to throw a slander upon his wife, he must seek another 
instmment." 

By accident, mere accident, Cashel threw a more 
tban usual significance into these last few words; and 
Linton, whoso command over his features rarely failed, 
taken suddenly by what seemed a charge, grew deep 

Cashel started as he saw the effect of his speech , 
lie was like one who sees his chance shot has exploded 
* magazine. 

"What!" cried he, "have you a grudge in that 
^Harter, and is it thus you would pay it?" 

"I hope you mean this in jest, Cashel," said Lin- 
ton, with a voice of forced calm. 

"Faith, I was never less in a mood for joking; 
Äy words have only such meaning as your heart 
accuses you of." 

"Come, come, then there is no härm done, But 
Jffsj, he advisedj and never say aa ToxxRk \ö «ss^ 
?ö» who Las less .regard for you. Anfli tion?^ wjä» 
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more, what shall we do witli Kilgoff? He has chj 
me to caiTy you a message, and I only undertool 
mission in the hope of some accommodation — £ 
tbing that should keep the wliole affair strictiy am« 
ourselves." 

"Then you wish for my answer?" 

"Of course." 

"It is soon Said. TU not meet him." 

"Not meet him? But, just consider — " 

"I have considered, and I teil you once more. 
not meet him. He cannot lay with truth any ii 
at my doorj and I will not, to indulge his pet 
vanity, be led to injure one wbose fair fame is of 
moment tban our absurd differences." 

"I own to you, Cashel, this does not strike n 
a wise course. By going out and receiving his 
you bave an opportunity of declaring on the gr 
your perfect innocence of the charge; at least, su 
fancy, would be what I should do, in a like even 
would say, 'MyLord, it is your pleasure, under a 
grave and great misconception , to desire to tak( 
life. I have stood here for you, once, and will d 
again, as many times as you please, tili eitber 
vengeance be satisfied or your error recognised; si 
repeating, as I now do, that, I am innecent.' In 
way you will show that personal risk is nothing, 
you, in comparison with the assertion of a fact 
regards another far more nearly than yourself. I 
not dispute witb you which line is the better one; 
so much I will say, This is what 'the World' *? 
look for." 

The Word was a spell! Cashel feit himself 
dlMcultjr jperfectly novel. He ^aa, »ä \\. ^^x^> ^x^ 
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I 

[ to appear before a court of whose proceedings he knew 
little or nothing. How "the World" woulJ regard the 
affair, was the whole question — whaf ^'tlie World" 
vould say of Lady Kilgoff — how receive her excul- 
pation. NowLinton assuredly knew this same ''World," 

Ivell; he knew it in its rare moods of goodhumour, 
vben it is pleased to speak its flatteries to some po- 
pulär idol of the hour; and he knew it, in its more 
congenial temper, when it utters its fatal judgments on 
Tinproved delinquency and imputed wrong. None knew 
better than himself the course by which the *'Holy 
Office^' of slander disseminates its decrees, and he had 
often impressed Eoland with a suitable awe of its 

imysterious doings. The word was, then, talismanic; 
for, however at the bar of conscience he might stand 
acquitted, Cashel knew that it was to another and very 
different Jurisdiction the appeal should be made. Linton 
sav what was passing in his mind, for he had often 
watched him in similar conflicts, and he hastened to 
press his advantage. 

"Understand me well, Cashel; I do not pretend to 
say that this is the common-sense Solution of such a 
Mculty; nor is it the mode which a man with frank- 
ness of character and honourable intentions would per- 
iapg have* selected; but it is the way in which the 
^orld will expect to see it treated, and any deviation 
from which would be regarded as a solecism in our 
established code of conduct." 

I "In what Position will it place her? Thafs the 
only question worth considering." 

"Perfec^ exculpation, You, as I sa\d\)^^0T^^ x^^^yn'^ 
^ofTa ßre, and protQst your eutixe ixmoc^u'c.^*. \ss^ 



74 BOLAin> CASHEL. 

Lord accepts your assurance, and goes home to break- 
fast — voilä toutP^ 

"Wliat an absurd Situation! I declare to you, I 
sbrink from tho ridicule that must attach to such a 
rencontre, meeting a man of bis age and infirmity!" 

"Thcy make pistols admirably now-a-days/' said 
Linton, drily; "even tbe least athletic can pull a haI^ 
trigger." 

Casbel made no answer to tbis speecb, but stood 
still, uncei-tain bow to act. 

"Come, come," said Linton, "you are giving fl» 
wbole tbing an importance it does not merit : just let 
tbe old Peer bave tbe pleasure of bis bit of beroisni} 
and it will all end as I bave mentioned. Tbeyll leav« 
tbis to-morrow early, reacb Killaloe to breakfast; 
wbence Kilgoff will start for tbe place of meeting, änd, 
by ten o'clock, you'll be tbere also. Tbe only matter to 
arrange is, wbom you'U get. Were it a real affair, fd 
say Upton, or Frobisber; but, bere, it is a question of 
secrecy, not skill. I'd advise, if possible, your baving 
MacFarline." 

"Sir Andrew?" said Casbel, half laugbing. 

"Yes; bis age and standing are precisely wbat w® 
want bere. He'll not refuse you; and if be sbould,it'ö 
only telling Lady Janet tbat we want to sboot Kilgoff-» 
and sbe'll order bim out at once." 

"I protest it looks more absurd tban everl" aaii 
Koland, impatiently. 

"Tbat is merely your own prejudice," said Linton^ 

** You cannot regard single combat but as a life-stragglö 

between two men, equal not merely in arms, but alike 

in bodily energy, prowess, ßkill, and coura^. Wo 

Jook on tbe matter here as "oiere \o\XÄrj ^ ^"VÄTssok. 'öö8> 
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expert as often draws tlie prize. — But there, as I 
Tow, that was two o'clock! It Struck, and I have pro- 
mised to see Kilgoff again to-niglit By the way, he'll 
?ant liorses. Where can he get them?" 

"Let liim take mine; there are plenty of them, and 
never know anything of it." 

"Very true. What an obliging adversary, that 
aetually 'posts' his enemy to the ground!" 

"How am I to see MacFarline to-night?" 

"You'll have to call him out of bed. Let Flint say 
tbere's an orderly from Limerick with despatches; that 
Biddy Molowney won't pay her poor-rate, or Paddy 
Flanagan has rescued his pig, and the magistrates ai'e 
calling for the Fifty-something and two squadrons of 
korse, to protect the police. You'U soon have him up; 
aad, once up, his Scotch blood will make him as 
discreet as an archdeacon. So, good night; add a 
codicil to your will in favour of my Lady, and to 
bei" 

With this Linton took his candle and retired. 

Cashel, once more alone, began to pojider over the 
difficulty of his position. The more he reasoned on 
4e matter, the stronger appeared his fears that Lady 
Kilgoff's name would be compromised by a foolish and 
iiumeaning quan:el; while, for himself, he saw nothing 
Wt ridicule and shame from his compliance. That 
omnipotent arbiter, "the World," might indeed be 
satisfied, but Eoland susp'ected that few of its better- 
judging members would hesitate to condemn a course 
as unfeeling as it was unwise. 

A quick, sharp knocking at the door of his room 
aroused Mm from hia musings. It waa laaA^ ^A.^^'S)^ 
mid, breatblesa and agitated. STae eam^ \.o ^^-^ "^^ 
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Lord KilgofF, after a scene of passionate e^ 
with her Ladysliip, had beea seized with j 
and that he was now lying powerless and un< 
on his bed. 

"Come, Sir, for mercy's sake; come quid 
Lady is distracted, nor can any of us think 
to do." 

Cashel scratched a few lines in pencil to 
requesting his imraediate presence, and, ringln 
servant, at once despatched a message to th( 
This done, he followed the maid to Lord 
Chamber. 



JCHAPTER VIL 

The waters darkon , and the rustllng sound 
Teils of the Coming "squall.*' 

Th 

Lord Kjlgofp was stretched upon a bed, 
heavily; one ai^m lay straight beside him, and 
crossed upon his breast. His features wer 
pale, save in the centre of each cheek, wher« 
red Spot seemed to burn. A slight, very slig 
tion nxarked his features, and a faint tremor s 
quiver on his lip. Beside the bed, with an e 
of some conscious terror in her face , sat Ladj 
her white dressing-gown, over which her hj 
long abundant masses, added pallor to her loo 
eyes met Cashel's as he entered, and then re 
the bed where the sick man lay, but with a 
ßion less of sorrow than of bewiiderment and ( 

She looked, indeed, like oti^ \f\io?»Qk i%si\ 
been ßtunned hy some Budden a\iock^ a7cA\\s 
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made no effort to recal them to their wonted exercise. 
At the foot of tlie bed stood tbe maid, whose half- 
uttered sobs were tbe only sounds to break tbe stillness. 

Casbel drew near» and placed bis fingers on tbe 
ßick man's pnlse. Often bad be, in bis former adven- 
turous career, feit tbe ebbing current of a life's blood, 
and measured its power by its resistance. Tbe füll but 
laboiiring swell of tbe beart migbt well deceive bim^ 
tben, into tbe Impression tbat no grave consequences 
were near. He knew not tbat in sucb aflFections tbe 
pulse can be round, and strong, and impulsive; and it 
was with an earnest conviction of truth be wbispered 
to her, 

"Tbere is no danger." 

She looked up, but it was easy to see tbat altbough 
the words bad sounded like comfort, tbey bad not 
pierced tbe dense veil tbat clouded ber mind. 

Casbel repeated tbe pbrase, and said, 

"Tiemay will soon be bere, but bave no fears; my 
own sligbt skill can teil you tbere is notbing of periL 
Had you not better retire from tbis — even to tbe 
Window?" 

A faint "No" was all sbe uttered. 

"He was in perfect bealtb tbis aftemoon?" said 
Caghel to tbe maid. 

"My Lord was better tban usual, »Sir; be took out 
Ms coUar and bis star to look at tbem, and be spoke 
^ery pleasantly of going abroad in tbe spring. He 
was reading in tbe library wben Mr. Linton went to bim." 

"LintonI" muttered Lady KilgofF, witb a sbudder. 

"I tbink I bear voices in tbe corridor^" said 
C&shel '^If it he the Doctor, say I -^la^i Aq «^^^ 
"idi Mm before he sees my Lord." 
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The maid left the room to perform the commist 
and scarcely had the door closed, than Lady Kil 
Started up, and seizing an object which lay on 
bed, exclaimed, "How came it in your keeping?" 

"What?'* cried Cashel, in amazement. 

"This bracelet,'* said she, holding out towards 
the massive bracelet which Linton had contrived 
detach from her arm at their meeting in the "Park 

"I never saw it before — never in my life." 

She sank slowly back upon the chair witJ 
speaking, while a faint tremor shook her frame. 

"The Doctor is without, Sir," said the maid at 
moment, and Cashel hastened out. He spoke a 
hurried words to Tiemay, and then walked tow; 
his own room. That some deep and artful treacl 
had drawn its web around and about him, invol^ 
not himself alone but another too, he now clearly 
He saw danger, as the sailor sees it in the lowe 
sky and fleeting scud, but as yet he knew not i 
what quarter the "squall" was Coming. His sospic 
all pointed to Linton; but why attribute such a g 
to him? and if such were his purpose, to what 
could he practise this treachery? 

"Woidd it not be better," thought he, "to see 
at once; teil him my suspicions openly; say, that 
longer trust him as my friend, but feel towards hin 
misgivings' of a secret enemy? If there is manli 
about him, he will avow his enmity, or resent 
distrust; either or both would be a relief to wl 
now suffer. Ah! here he comes," said he; but he 
deeeived; it was Tiemay entered. 

"What say you, DoctoT? Is t\ift ^iää^ a ^ 
one?" 
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"Worse; it is nearly hopeless!" 

"What! do you fear for bis life?" 

"Life or intel]^, one or the other, must pay the 
enalty. This is the second shock. The shipwreck 
;ave die first, and rent the poor edifice almost in twain; 
bis will, in all likelihood, lay it in ashes." 

"This is very dreadful!" said Cashel, upon whom 
the attendant events and the consequences were weigh- 
ing heavily. 

"He has told me all!" said Tiemay, almost stemly. 
^His jealousy and her levity — the rampant pride of 
Station — the reckless freedom of a broken heart — 
such are the ingredients that have made up a sad story, 
vhich may soon become a tragedy." 

"But there was no reason for it; bis jealousy was 
absurd — unfonnded." 

"As you will. You may go further, and say he 
could not lose what he never owned. I saw the peril 
— I even wamed you of it." 

"I can only comprebend you by half," said Cashel, 
impatiently. "You imply blame to me where I can 
feel none.'* 

"I blame you as I will ever do those, who, not 
fearing danger for themselves, are as indifferent about 
their neighbours. It is not of this silly old man I am 
thinking here — it is of her, who, without a protector, 
should have found one in every man of generou? and 
honourable feeling; not as you, perhaps, und erstand 
protection — not by the challenge hurled in the face 
of all who would dare to asperse her fair fame, but by 
4at stuäieä respect, that hallowed d^fexeaRÄ.^ ^^ 
^oald avert detraction, Neithex you uoi «ö^ ^"^öasst 
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could be the champion of her honour; but you m 
have been its defender by a better and a no 
beroism. It is too late to tbink of tbis now; le 
not lose time in vain regrets. We must take meas 
tbat ungenerous reports sbould not be circulated." 

Tbe door suddenly opened at the instant, 
Linton, in bis dressing-gown, entered; but, se 
Tiernay, made a motion to retire. 

"Come in," said Cashel; and tbere was somet 
almost peremptory in the words. 

"I feared I might prove an intruder, seeing 
Doctor here. Is it true what my servant says, 
Kilgoff is dangerously ill?" 

Cashel nodded. 

"Poor fellow! he has no command over bimse 
those paroxysms of passion, which bis folly and va 
are so constantly stirring up. But is the case seri« 

"He will scarcely recover, Sir," said Tiernay; * 
it was because my functions as a physician can l 
so little benefit, tbat I ventured to offer my servic€ 
a friend in the case, and give some counsel as to "< 
sbould be done ." 

"Most considerate, indeed," said Linton, but ii 
accent at once impossible to say whether ironics 
the reverse. 

"I said, Sir," resumed Tiernay, "tbat it woul 
becoming that no false representation sbould ol 
currency as to the origin of the illness, nor th 
momentary excitement of a feeble intellect shoul» 
assumed as the settled conviction of a sound n 
Mjr Lord Kilgoff has bad aometbm^ IVka altercj 
W2tb bia wifBy and being a ^eak ^xA i^^\SL^ 
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ith breaking faculties, has been seized witb a paralytic 
iack." 

"Very thoughtful, all this," said Linton, gravely; 
ray command me in any part of your plan where I 
ly be serviceable." 

"The plan is this," said Cashel: "here is a case 
lere a terrible calamity bas befallen, and wbicb can 

made worse only by calumny. * To make the 
nderer pay tbe heaviest penalty of bis infamy — ^" 

"Nay, nay — tbis is not our plan," said Tiemay, 
Qtly; "Lord KilgoflPs attack must be spoken of 
thout connexion witb any circumstances wbich 
3ceded it tbis evening. Notbing was more likely to 
;ur tban sucb a seizure: bis age — bis late illness 

bis peculiar babit, all predisposed to it." 

"Just so," interposed Casbel, bastily, "and as none 
^e you, Linton, and myself, know anytbing of tbe 
tter, it need never gain wider publicity." 

"Of course notbing can be easier tban tbis. Tbe 
dy * Janets' need never bear a word more tban you 
)ose to teil tbem," said Linton. 

"In a few days be will bear removal. Gbapge will 

necessary for bim-, and, in fact, our caution is, 
ibtless, greater tban tbe necessity Warrants," added 
jrnay. 

"You will, of course, leave everytbing to take its 
Urse in tbe bouse?" said Linton. "To interfere witb 

the plans of pleasure would be to give rise to 
licious rumours." 

"I scarcely know bow to act," said Cashel. "It 
ks unfeeling and unkind that we sbould give our- 
ves up to gaiety at such a moment." 
"Mr. Linton' a counsel may be wise, iiotmOaa\Ä.xi^My^^' 

r^ Cashei. Jll, ^ 
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Said Tiemay. "His Lordship may continue a 
time in his present State." 

"Exactly what I mean," said Linton. "He 
probably linger on, unchanged; so that if events f 
their habitual train, there will be little time or 1 
tation to spread scandal about him; and then, wbi 
first blosh, seems to lack kindness, is, in reality 
very truest and most considerate service we 
render." 

"Then you will look to this part of the w 
Linton?" said Cashel, on whom his apparent firan 
had resumed its former ascendancy. 

"Leave it all to me," said he; "and so good n 
And, with that, he departed, leaving Cashel 
Tiemay together. 

They were silent for some minutes, as Li 
retiring steps were heard going towards his own 
Soon after the loud bang of a deor resounded th 
the house, and all was still. Little knew they, 
scarcely had he gained his room than he left it : 
lessly, and, slipping down the great stairs, ci 
the hall, and, entering the theatre, proceeded b 
secret passage which led to Cashel's dressing-room 
through the thin panel that covered which, he 
easily overhear whatever was spoken within. 

"At least you will allow that he has been c 
with US here?" said Cashel, in a tone of rembnst 

"I cannot afford to give a man my confidencc 
caude I am unable to sound his intentions," said Tic 
"I disliked this Linton from the first, and I nev< 
saw any distinct reason to alter the sentiment. 
he has puzzled me — ay, completely puzzled m 
sü my caiculations, within Üi^ \aÄ\. ierw ^^^^ *^^ 
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trae. He has done that which, in a man like liimself, 
disconcerts one altogether, because it is so difficult to 
trace his probable motive. What would you say, were 
I to teil you that this deep man of the world, this 
. artfiil and subtle gambler in the game of life, has 
actually proposed for a girl who is utterly without 
fortune or family influence? That she is endowed with 
noble attributes — that she is one a prince might have 
chosen to share his fortunes, I deem as nothing to the 
purpose, for I eannot conceive such qualities as hers 
could weigh with him; but so it is, he has actually 
made an offer of his harid." 

"Dare your confidence go further," said Cashel, 
eagerly, **and teil me — to whom?" 

"Yes. I have been guilty of one breach of faith in 
telling you so much, and I'U hazard all, and let you 
lear the remainder. It was Mary Leicester." 

"Mary Leicester!" echoed Cashel, but in a voice 
barely audible. 

"Mary Leicester," continued Tiemay, "may count 
it among her triumphs to have attracted one whom all 
fte World regards as an adventurer; a man living by 
the exercise of his clever wits , pröfiting by the weak- 
öesses and follies of his acquaintances , and deriving 
Ms subsistence from the vices he knows how to 
pamper." 

"And what answer has he received?" asked Cashel, 
timidly. 

"None, as yet Poor Corrigan, overwhelmed by 
misfortune, threatened by one whose menace, if enforced, 
would he his death-stroke ^ has beggei iot «* ^"arj ^t. 
^o to conaider] bnt the reply is ceitam^ 
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"And will be — '' Casliel could not command hi 
emotion as he spoke. 

"Refiisal." 

"You are certain of this, Tiemay? You'are positiv 
of what you say?" 

"I know it My old fiiend, were he even incline 
to this alliance, could never coerce her; and Mai 
Leicester has long since leamed to distinguish betwee 
the agreeable qualities of a clever man and the art6 
devices of a treacherous one. She knows him; s\ 
reads him thoroughly, and as thoroughly does sl 
despise him! I will not say that her impressions ha^ 
been unaided*, she received more than one letter fro 
a kind friend — Lady ELilgoff; and these were h 
first warnings. Poor Corrigan knows nothing of tlu 
and Mary, seeing how Linton's society was pleasural 
to the old man, actually shrank from the task of un^ 
ceiving him. 'He has so few pleasures,' said she 
me one evening; 'why deny him this one?' — 'It 
a poison which cannot injure in small doses, Docto 
added she, another time; and so, half jestingly, s 
reasoned, submitting to an intimacy that was odious 
her, becanse it added a gleam of comfort to the cL 
twilight of his declihing life." 

"And you are sure of this — you are certain s 
will refuse him?" cried Cashel, eagerly. 

"I am her confidant," said Tiemay, "and you s 
how worthily I repay the trust! Nay, nay! I wor 
not teil these things to any other living; but I ft 
that I owe them to you. I have seen more misery 
life from concealment, from the delicacy that shuns 
frank avowal, than from all the falsehood that ev 
blackened a bad heart. 'M.axy \va& \.o\^ tsl^ ^^^ 
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ßeerets; ay — don't blush so deeply — and some of 
yonrs also." 

Cashel did indeed grow red at this speech, and, in 
liis effort to conceal bis shame, assumed an air of dis- 
Batisfaction. 

"Not so, mj dear young friend," said Tiernay; "I 
did not mean to say one word which could offend you. 
Mary has indeed trusted me with the secret nearest to 
her heart. She has told me of the prondest moment of 
her Ufe." 

"When she rejected me?" said Cashel, bitterly. 

"So was it — when she rejected you," re-echoed 
Tiernay. "When poor, she refused wealth; when 
fiiendless in all that friendship can profit, she declined 
protection; when almost homeless, she refused a home; 
when songht by one whom alone of all the world she 
prefeired, she said him, nay! It was at that moment of 
self-sacrifice, when she abandoned every thought of 
pres^t happiness and of future hope, and devoted 
herseif to one humble but holy duty, she feit the 
ecstasy of a martyr's triumph. You may think that 
äese are exaggerations, and that I reckon at too 
exalted a Standard such evidences of affection, but I 
do not think so. I believe that there is more courage 
lü the patient Submission to an obscure and unnoticed 
forttme, beset with daily trials and privations, than in 
hraving the stake 6r the scaffold, with human sympa- 
thies to exalt the sacrifice." 

"But I offered to share this duty with her; to be a 
8on to him whom she regarded as a father." 

"How little you know of the cares — the thought- 
M, wstchjful, anxious cares — you 'WGt^ V^\Ti^ ^ö 
^^äw/ Ton could give wealth and spleudoxÄ, \\. \ä ^3^^»^ 
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you could confer all the blandishments of fortunc 
the luxuries that rieh men command; but, one lic 
gentle solicitude in sickness — one kind look, 
recalled years of tendemess — one accnstotnißd se 
the tribute of affection — were worth all that 
could purchase, told ten times over. And thes 
not to be acquired; they are the instincts that, bc 
childhood, grow strong with years, tili at length 
form that atmosphere of love in which parents 
among their children. No! Mary feit that it -w 
treason to rob her poor old grandfather of e> 
thought that should be his." 

"But, I repeat it," cried Cashel, passionatel; 
"Would participate in every care; I would shar 
duties, as she should share my fortunes." 

"And what guarantee did you give for your i 
to such a task?" said Tiemay. "Was it by yoi 
of pleasure, a career of wild and wasteful extrava 
— was it by the unbridled freedom with whici 
foUowed every impulse of your will — was it t 
example your friendships exhibited — was it l 
indiscriminating generosity, that only throws a 
over better-regulated munificence, yoü would sho\ 
you were suited to a life of unobtrusive, h 
duties?" 

"You wrong me," said Cashel. "I would 
lived in that cottage yonder, without a thoughl 
wish for the costly pleasures you think have 
attractions for me." 

"You had already sold it to your friend." 
"Sold it! — never! — to whom?" 
"I thought Lintou had purchaaed -it " 
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"Well, you gave it as a gift?" 

"I did intend to do so; but seeing the value Cor- 
rigan put upon it, I will give Linton double — tbrice 
the value, rather than part with it." 

"What if he refuse?" 
• "He will not. Linton's fancies never run counter 
to solid advantages. A tbousand pounds, with him, is 
always twice five hundred, come with what condition 
it may." 

"But Linton may, for his own reasons, think 
differently here; his proposal to marry seems as though 
it were part of some settled plan; and if you have 
already given him a legal claim here, my opinion is, 
that he will uphold it." 

"That I have never done; but my word is pledged, 

and to it he may hold me, if he will. Meanwhile, I 

Seen Kennyfeck this moming. The man Hoare 

offered us alarge sum on mortgage, and I have 
promised to meet them both the day after to-morrow. 
If I read Tom aright, 10,000Z. will free me from every 
claim he has upon me." 

"A heavy sum, but not ill spent if it libferate you 
from his friendship," cried Tiemay eagerly. 

"And so it shall." 

"You promise me this — you give me your word 
upon it?" 

"I do." 

"Then there are good days in störe for you. That 
roan's intimacy has been your baue; even when you 
thought least of it, his influence swayed your actions 
and perverted your motives. XJnder the shadow of 
lüs eviJ counseh your judgment gre^ -wax^^^ ^xA ^ot- 
Jvpted; you saw all things in a ta\sö «."öä. ^Y^XfirsNfc^ 
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light; and your most fatal error of all was, th 
deemed yourself a *gentleman.'" 

"I have done witli him for ever," said Cashe 
slow, deliberate utterance. 

"Again I say, good days are in störe for 
Said Tiernay. ^ 

"I cannot live a life of daily, hourly distrust 
Casbel; "nor will I try it. I will see him to-m 
I will teil him frankly that I am weary 
fashionable protectorate; that as a scholar in i 
tastes I should never do him credit, and that w« 
part. Our alliance was ever a factitious one; 
not be hard to sever it." 

"You mistake much," said Tiernay; "the p 
ship will not be so easily relinqiüshed by hin 
reaps all the profit." 

"You read me only as a dupe," said ( 
fiercely. 

Tiernay made no reply, but waving bis hi 
adien, left the room. 



CHAPTEE Vm. 

Heirs eloquence — " Temptation ! ' 



Har( 



Tom Keane, the Gatekeeper, sat moodily 
door on the morning after the events recorded : 
last chapter. His reflections seemed of the gloc 
and absorbed him so eompletely, that he never n 
the mounted groom, who, despatched to seek the 
for Lord Kilgoff, twice summoned him in vain tc 
^e gate. 



r 



BOLAHD CASHEL. 89 

'^Halloa!" cried the smartly-equipped servaiit, 
"ßtupid! will you open that gate, I say?" 

"It's not locked," said Tom, lookiug up, but with- 
out the slightest indication of obeying the request. 

"Don't you see the mare won't stand?' cried he, 
wiüi an oath. 

Tom smoked away without replying. 

"Sulky brüte you are!" cried the groom; *'I'm glad 
we're to see the last of you soon." 

With this he managed to open the gate and pass 
on bis way. 

"So, ifs for tumin' me out, yez are," said Tom to 
feelf; "tumin' me out on the road — to starve, or 
niaybe — to rob" — (these words were uttered between 



puffs of his tobacco-smoke) — !*after forty ycars in 
tke same place." 

The shrill barking of a cur-dog, an animal that in 
spitefiilness as in mangy condition seemed no bad type 
öHts master, now aroused him, and Tom muttered, 
Bite him, Blaze! hould him fast, yer soule!" 

"Call off your dog, Keane — call him off!" cried 

out a voice , whose tones at once bespoko a person of 

coüdition; and at the same instant Linton appeared. 

You'd better fasten him up, for I feel much tempted 

to ballast his heart with a bullet." 

And he showed a pistol which he held at füll cock 
k his fingers. i 

"Faix, ye may shoot him, for all I care," said Tom-; 

he's losin' his teeth, and won't be worth a 'trawneen' 

fore long. Go in there — into the house," cried he, 

sulkily; and the animal shrank away craven and cowed. 

"You ought to keep him tied \xp,^^ saA^ÖL-iliv^i^firö.^ 
Vßr^ one complains of him," 
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"So I hear," said Tom, witli a low, sardonic lan 
"he used only to bite the beggars, but be's begnn i 
to be wicked with the gentlemen. I suppose he fi 
they taste mighty near alike." 

"Just so," said Linton, laughing: "if the cur co 
speak, he'd teil us a labourer was as tender as * 
Lord.' IVe come over to see you," added he, afte 
moment's pause, "and to saj that Tm sorry to h 
failed in my undertaking regarding you: they are 
,termined to tum you out." 

"I was thinking so," said Tom, moodily. 

"I did my best. I told them you had been nu 
years on the estate — " 

"Forty-two." 

"Just so. I said forty and upwards — that y 
children had grown up on it — that you were actus 
like a part of the property. I spoke of the hardshif 
tuming a man at your time of life, with a helpl 
family too, upon the wide world. I even went so 
as to say, that these were not the times for si 
examples; that there was a spirit abroad of regard 
the poor man, a watchful inquiry into the evils of 
condition, that made these * clearances ,' as they < 
them, unwise and impolitic, as well as cruel." 

"An' what did they say to that?" asked Tom, 
ruptly. 

^'Laughed — laughed heartily." 

"They laughed?" 

"No — I am wrong," said Linton, quickly, "Ken 
feck did not laugh; on the contrary, he seemed grj 
and observed that up at Drumcoologan — is there s 
a name?" 

"^7, and nice boys they'xe m\\. J' äbäöl^Y^wä^^^^^^ 
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Well, up at Dmmcoologan,' said he, *ßuch a 
«tep would be more than dangerous.* 

"'How do you mean?' said Mr. Cashcl, 

"'They'd take the law into their own Lands,' replied 

Kennyfeck. The man who would evict one of those 

feilows might as well make liis will, if he wished to 

leave one behind him. They are determined feilows, 

wbose fathers and grandfathcrs have lived and died on 

Ae land, and find it rather hard to und erstand how a 

bit of parchment with a big seal on it should haye 

more force than kith and kindred." 

*'Did ould Kennyfeck say that?" asked Tom, with 
a glance of unutterable cunning. 

"No," replied Linton, "that Observation was mine, 
for really I was indignant at that summary System 
which disposes of a population as coolly as men change 
the cattle from one pasturage to another. Mr. Cashel, 
however, eontented himself with a laugh, and such a 
laugh as, for bis sake, I am right glad none of bis un- 
happy tenantry were witness to." 

*''You may do as you please down here, Sir,' said 
Kennyfeck — who, by the way, does not seem to be 
any friend of yours — 'but the Drumcoologan feilows- 
must be humoured.' 

"'I will see that,' said Mr. Cashel, who in bis own 
hot-headed way actually likes Opposition, 'but we'U 
certainly begin with this fellow Keane.' 

"'I suppose you'll give him means to emigrate?' 
ß*id I, addressing Kennyfeck. 

"'We generally do in these cases,' said he. 
"TU not give the scoundrel a farthing,' broke in 
Mr. Cashel *J took a dislike to liim itom \!tv^ ^^^ 
^oar I came here,' Andi then he wcuV. ox^ \.Q ^^^äb. 
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about the dirt and neglect about tbe gate-lodge , the ra^ 
appearance of the children — even your own looks 
plcased him; in fact, I saw plainlj that somehow 
had contrived to make him your enemy, not merel; 
a few days^ standing, but actually from the momeo 
bis first meeting you. Kennyfeck, though not i 
Mend, behaved better than I expected: ,be said th« 
tum you out was to leave you to starve; that there 
no employment to be had in the country; that 3 
children were all young and helpless; that you 1 
not accustomed to daily labour; indeed, he made 
your case to be a very hard one, and, backed as it 
by myself, I hoped that we should have succeec 
but, as I said before, Mr. Cashel, for some reaso: 
his own, or perhaps without any reason, hates ; 
He has resolved that out you shall go, and go 
musti" 

Keane said nothing, but sat moodily moving 
foot backwards and forwards on the gravel. 

*'For Mr. Cashel's sake, Tm not sorry the lot 
fallen upon a quiet-tempered fellow like yourself ; ti 
are plenty here who wouldn't bear the hardshi{ 
patiently." 

Keane looked up , and the keen twinkle of his | 
eyes seemed to read the other's very thoughts. Lir 
so proof against the searching glances of the well-1 
World, actually cowered under the vulgär stare of 
peasant. 

"So you think he's lucky that Tm not one of 
Dnuncoologan boys?"' said Keane; and his featurej 
sumed a smile of almost insolent meaning. 

"They're bold fellowa, IVe keacd^" aaid Lir 
Mud quick to resent au in^xTry'^ 



// 



IBLOLASD CASHEL. 93 

"Maybe there's others just as ready," said Le, 
oggedly. 

"Many are ready to feel one," said Linton, **that 
*in well aware of. The difference is, that some men 
it down xmder their sorrows, crest-fallen and beaten; 
rthers rise above them, and make tbeir injuries the 
x>ad to fortune. And really, mucb as people say 
igainst this *wild justice' of the people, when we con- 
dder that th^y have no other possible — that the law 
is ever against them — that their own right band alone 
i» their defence against oppression — one cannot wonder 
that many a tyrant landlord falls beneath the stroke of 
the ruined tenant, and particularly when the tyranny 
dies with the tyrant." 

Keane listened greedily, but spoke not; and Linton 
went on: 

"It so often happens that, as in the present case, 
by tbe death of one man, the estate gets into Chancery; 
and then, it's nobody's affair who pays and who does 
Qoi Tenants then have as mucb right as the landlord 
used to have. As the rents have no owner, there's 
little trouble taken to collect them; and when any one 
makes a bold stand and refuses to pay, they let bim 
alone, and just tum upon the others that are easier to 
deal with." 

"Tbat's the way it used to be here long ago," said 
Keane. 

"Precisely so. You remember it yourself, before 
Mr. CasbeFs time; and so it might be again, if he should 
try any barsh measures with those Drumcoologan fellows. 
Let me light my cigar from your pipe , Keane , " said 
he; and, as he spoke , he laid down t\ie -^ivsXoV ^\l\0£\. 
'^Md stilJ carried in Ins band. lLeaiiei''a ey^^x^"^^^ 
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on the liandsome weapon with an expression of sten 
intensity. I 

"Cashel would think twice of going up to tiui 
mountain barony to-morrow, if he but knew the prial 
that lies upon his head. The hundreds of acres that ii 
day are a support to as many people, — and this daj 
twelvemonth , perhaps may lie barren and waste; whili 
the poor peasants that once settled there have died • 
hunger, or wander friendless and honseless in somefti 
away country, — and all this to depend on the kea 
eye and the steady hand of any one man brave enon^ 
to pull a trigger!" 

"Is he going to Drumcoologan to-morrow?" asfcei 
Keane, drily. 

"Yes; he is to meet Kennyfeck there, and go ove 
the property with him , and on Tuesday evening he i 
to retum here. Perhaps I may be able to put i 
another word for you, Tom, but I half fear it i 
hopeless." 

"'Tis a lonely road that leads from Sheehan^s M 
to the ould church-yard," said Keane, more bent upoi 
foUowing out his own fancies than in attending in 
Linton. 

"So I believe," said Linton; "but Mr. Cashel carei 
little for its solitude ; he rides always without a senrant 
and so little does he fear danger, that he never go« 
armed." 

"I heard that afore," observed Tom, significantly. 

"I have often remonstrated with him about*it," sak 
Linton. "Fve said, 'Remember how many there an 
interested in your downfal. One bullet through you 
forehead is a lease fox ever , t^^t-fe^^ ^ Iq TOÄuy a mai 
wbose life is now one oi gim^m^ ^o^^e^tN:^^ ■^xä.\ä 
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(If-willed and obstinate. In bis pride, be tbinks bim- 
df a matcb for any man — as if a rifle-bore and a 
Brcnssion-lock like tbat, tbere, did not make tbe merest 
oy bis equal! Besides, be will not bear in mind tbat 
is is a life exposed to a tbousand risks-, be bas neitber 
unily nor connexions interested in bim: were be to be 
wmd dead on tbe roadside to-morrow, tbere is neitber 
dtber nor brotber, nor uncle nor cousin, to take up 
be inquiry bow be met bis fate. Tbe coroner would 
lam bis guinea or two, and tbere would be tbe end 
tf it! " 

"Did be ever do you a bad tum, Mr. Linton?" 
isked Keane, wbile be fixed bis cold eyes on Linton 
wiüi a Stare of insolent effrontery. 

"Me! injufe me? Never. He would bave sbown 
me many a favour, but I would not accept of sucb. 
How came you to ask tbis question?" 

"Because you seem so interested about bis comin' 
home safe to-morrow evening," said Tom, witb a dry 
Ungb. 

"So I am!'^ said Linton, witb a smile of stränge 
meaning. 

"An' if be was to come to barm, sorry as you'd 
be, you couldn'tbelp it, Sir?" said Keane, still laugbing. 

"Of course not; tbese misbgps are occurring every 
day, and will continue as long as tbe country remains 
in its present state of wretcbedness." 

Keane seemed to ponder over tbe last words, for 
he sloucbed bis bat over bis eyes, and sat witb clasped 
tands and bent-down bead for several minutes in 
silence. At last be spoke, but it was in a tone and 
with a manner whose eamestness conttaal^^ ^\2tQtü^ 
*!a^ J^jjsf former leritjr. 
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"Can't we speak openly, Mr. Linton? — wouHii*! 
it be best for both of us to say fairly what's insideol 
US this minit?" 

"rm perfectly ready/' said Linton, seating liimseB 
beaide him; "I do not desire anything better tbaa 
to show my confidence in a man of courage like 
yourself." 

**Then let us not be losin' our time," said the other 
gruffly. "What's the job worth? thafs the chat. Wbat 
is it worth?" 

"You are certainly a most practical Speaker," said 
Linton, laughing in his own peculiar way, *'and clear 
away preliminaries in a very summary fashion." 

"If Fm not worth ti-ustin', now," replied the other, 
doggedly, "ye'd betther have nothin' to say to me." 

"I did not mean that, nor anything like it, Tom. 
I was only alluding to your straightforward, business- 
like way of treating a subject which less vigorously- 
minded men would approach timidly and carefiilly." 

"Faix, rd go up to him bouldly,'if ye mane that!' 
cried the other, who misconceived the eulogy passed 
upon his candour. 

"I know it -7- well I know it," said Linton, 
encouraging a humour he had thus casually evoked' 
for in the bloodshot eyes and flushed cheeks of the 
other, it was piain to see what was passing within hin» 

"Do ye want it done? Teil me that — be fai) 
and above-boord with me — do you want it done?" 

Linton was silent; but a slight, an almost impei 
ceptible motion of his brows made the reply. 

"And now, what's it worth?*' resumed Tom. 

"To yow," said Linton, speakin^ slowly^ "it i 
worth mucb — everything. It \s aÄ. \)!aft ^üSst^ö 
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between poverty, suffering, and a gaol, and a life of 
ease and comfort either here or in America. Your little 
form, that you hold at present by the will, or rat her 
ibe caprice, of your landlord, becomes your own for 
ever; when I say for ever, I mean what is just as 
good, since the estate will be thrown back into Chan- 
cery, and it is neither your children nor mine will see 
the end of that.** 

"That's no answer to me,** said Keane, fixing his 
cold, steady stare ön Linton's face. "I want to know 
— and I won't ax it again — what is it worth to 

"To me! — to me!^' said Linton, starting. "How 
could it be worth anything to meV' 

"You know that best yourself," said Tom, sulkily. 

"I am neither the heir to his estate, nor one of his 
I remote kindred. If I see a fine property going to 
nun, and the tenantry treated like galley-slaves, I may 
also perceive what a change — a total and happy 
change — a mere accident might work; for, aftcr all, 
just think of the casualties that every day brings 
forth — " 

**! havVt time for these thoughts, uow," muttered ' 
Tom. 

"Always to the point — always thinking of the 
direct question!" said Linton, smiling. 

"'Tisn't yer Honer's failin', anyhow," said Tom, 
laaghing sardonically. 

"You shall not say that of me, Tom," said Linton, 
affecting to relish the jocularity; "1*11 be as prompt 
and ready as yourself. I'll wager you ten sovereigns 
in ^oJd — there they are — that 1 can V-^e^ ^ ^^^^^\» 
^ well as you can. " 

Jlifiand Cashel. III. \ 
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As lie spoke, he threw down the glittering pie 
lipon the Step on which they sat 

The peasant's eyes were bent npon the money i» 
a fierce and angry expression, less betokening des 
than actual hate. As he looked at them, his che 
grew red, and then pale, and red once more; his brc 
ehest rose and feil like a swelling wave, and his bo 
üngers clasped each other in a rigid grasp. 

"There are twenty more where these came firoi 
said Linton, significantly. 

"That's a high price — devil a lie in it!" mutta 
Tom, thoughtfdlly. 

Linton spoke not, bat seemed to let the cha 
work. 

"A high price, but the *dhrop' in Limerick 
higher," said Tom, with a grin. 

"Perhaps it may be," rejoined Linton, carelessi 
"though I don't perceive how the fact can have a 
interest for you or me." 

"Be Gorra, yeVe a cowld man, anyhow," « 
Keane, his savage nature Struck with admiiing wom 
at the unmoved serenity of Linton's mamier. 

"Tm a determined one," said Linton, who saw \ 
nocessity of impressing his companion; "and with si 
alone would I wish to act." 

"And where would you be, after it was all on 
Sir?" 

"Here, where I am at present, assisting the Ma^ 
trates to scour the country — searching every ca 
at Drumcoologan — draining ditches to discover 
weapon, and arresting every man that killed a pig i 
got Wood on his corduroys fot Ü\e last fortni^ht" 

"And where would I\i^V' «ä\ä^1Sa^öä. 
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"Here too; ^xactly where you sit thia moment, 
qrdetly waiting tili the outcry was over. Nor nced 
Äat make you impatient I have said already tliero 
18 neither wife, nor sißter, nor brother, nor child to 
take up the pursuit. There are forty people in the 
great house yonder, and there wouldn't be four of them 
left two hours after it was known, nor ono out of tlie 
four that would give himself the trouble of asking how 
it happened." 

"An' them's Gentlemen!" said Keane, closing his 
lips and shaking his head sententiously. 

I Linton arose; he did not overfancy the tum of 

[ reflection Tom's remark implied: it looked too like the 

expression of a general condemnation of his class — at 

the very moment, too, when he was desirous of im- 

pressing him with the füllest trust and confidence in his 

' ^ own honour. 

r 

"I believe it's safer to have nothin' to do with it," 
inuttered Keane. 

"As you please, fiiend," replied Linton; "I never 
squeeze any man's conscience. Yoii know best what 
your own life is." 

"Hard enough, that's what it is," said the other, 
bitterly. 

"You can also make a guess what it will be in 
fiiture, when you leave this." 

A deep groan was all that he gave for answer. 

"For all that / know, you may have many friends 

vho'll not see your wife and children begging along 

the roads, or sitting in a hole ^cooped out of a clay 

ditch, without food or fire, waiüüg fot XJaa fei^^ ^^ 

£msli what famine Las begun. To\x \iavcvvlV W \ö "«ää^ 
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for what I mean; about two hundred yards £rom that 
gate yonder, there's a group exactly like it" 

"Ye're a terrible man, that's tlie truth," said Tom, 
as he wiped the big drops of Perspiration from bis 
forehesCd. "Be Gorra, I never seed your Kke aforel* 

"I told you that I was a determined man," said 
Linton, stemly; "and Fm sorry to see that*s not what 
I should say of yow." He moved a step or two as he 
spoke, and then tuming carelessly back, added, "Leave 
that money for me at 'The House,' this evening; I 
don't wish to carry gold about me on the roads here." 
And with this negligent remark he departed. 

Linton sauntered carelessly away; nothing in his 
negligent air and carriage to show that he was not 
lounging to kill the weary hours of a winter's day. No 
sooner, however, had he tumed an angle of the road 
than he entered the wood, and with cautioos steps 
retraced his way, tili he stood within a few paces of 
where Keane yet sat, still and motionless. 

His worn hat was pressed down upon his brows, 
his hands were firmly clasped, and his head bent so as 
to conceal his features; and in this attitude he remained 
as rigidly impassive as though he were seized with a 
catalepsy. A few heavy drops of rain feil, and then » 
low growling roar of thunder followed, but he heeded 
not these signs of coming storm. The loud cawing of 
the rooks as they hastened homeward filled the air, 
but he never once lifted his head to watch them! 
Another crash of thunder was heard, and suddenly th« 
rain burst forth in torrents. Swooping along in heavj 
drifts, it blackened the very atmosphere, and rushed ii 
rivulets down the gravel walk^ but still he sat, whil( 
tbe pelting storm penetrated. las ^«^^ ^^ajccöKc^a %» 
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)aked them through. Nor was it tili the water lay in 
lools at his feet that he seemed conscious of the hur- 
icane. Then rising Buddenly, he shook himself roughly, 
md entered the house. 

Linton^s eyes were eamestly fixed npon the stone 
— he crept nearer to ohserve it. The money was 

QONE. 

CHAPTEK IX. 

The mask is falling fast. — Harold. 

The day of the great masquerade arrived; and, 
from an early hour, the whole household was astir in 
preparing for the oecasion. The courtyard was thronged 
with carriages of various sorts. Confectioners from 
London, table-deckers jfrom Paris, were there, accom- 
panied by all the insignia of their callings. Great 
lumbering packing-cases were strewn about; while rieh 
stüffs., rare exotics, and costly delicacies littered the 
stoue benches, and even lay upon the pavement, in all 
4e profusion of haste and recklessness. To see the 
rare and rieh articles which were heaped on every side 
almost suggested the notion that it was some gor- 
geous mansion which was put to pillage. There was 
that, too, in the lounging insolence of the servants, as 
they went, that favoured the Illusion. The wanton 
Waste exhibited everywhere was the very triumph of 
that vulgär and vindictive spirit which prompts the 
followers of a spendthrift master to speed the current 
of his ruin. Such would seem to be the invariable in- 
fluence that boundless profusion exeTcia^a oxv \Jafe \k^\A\ 
Büä it 13 tbu8 that affluence, Tineliaateiv^^ Vj \ä.%Vä% 
aruied bjr prmciple, is-always a corru^texX 
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A light travelling-carriage, with a few articleß of _] 
travelling use attached, stood in the midst of all thil 
confusiou; and shortly after day-dawn two gentlemflu 
issued from the liouse, and taking their seats, dio?e 
hastily forth, and at füll speed passed down the avenüe 
towards the high road. 

These were Cashel and Mr. Kennyfeck, who haJ 
made an appointment to meet Mr. Hoare at Killaloe 
and proceed with him to Drumcoologan , on which po^ 
tion of the estate it was proposed to raise a consider* 
able sum by mortgage. 

Some Observation of Mr. Kennyfeck upon the waste- 
ful exhibition of the scene in tlie court-yard, was mßt 
by a shai^p and angry reply from Cashel; and theso 
were both overheai-d as tliey issued forth — vaguewordii 
spoken thoughtlcssly at the time, but to be rememberrf 
aftcrwards with a heavier significance than the speakert 
coidd have anticipated! As they hastened along, little 
was Said on either side ; the trifiing irritation of the fi«* 
moment creatcd a reserve, which deepened into actoal 
coldness, as each following out his own thoughts took 
no heed of his companion's. 

Kennyfeck's mind was füll of sad and gloomy fore^ 
bodings. The reckless outlay he had witnessed fi» 
weeks back was more than a princely fortune couU 
sustain. The troops of useless siervants, the riotous 
disorder of the household, the unchecked, unbridled 
waste on every side, demanded supplies, to raise whick 
they were already reduced to loans at usurious interest 
Wliat was to come of such a career, save immediate 
and irretrieyable ruin! 

As for Cashel, his revexiea ^^xfe ^n^ö. ^'»xVj^x^tilL 
Tbe wliirlwind current of cveii\a Ä^^etska^ Xä ^^äjtc^ \ssssi 
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onward without any power of resistance. He saw bis 
fortune wasted — bis character assailed — lüs lieart- 
offered proposal rejected, — all at once, and as if by 
the inflnence of some evil destiny. Vigorous resolutions 
for the fdture warred with fears lest that they were 
made too late, and he sat with closed oyes and com- 
pressed Ups, silent and sunk in meditation. 
. Leaving them, therefore, to pursue a joumey on 
vMch their companionship could scarcely afford much 
pleasure to the reader, let us turn to one who, whatever 
Ms other defects, rarely threw away the moments of his 
life on unavailing regrets: this was Mr. Linton. If he 
was greatly disappointed by the information he gleaned 
vhen overhearing the conversation.between Casbel and 
tbe Doctor, he did not suflPer bis anger either to tum 
Um from his path, or distract bim from bis settled 
puipose. 

"To-day for ambition!" said he, "to-morrow re- 
venge!" 

Too well accustomed to obstacles. to be easily 
thwarted, he recognised life as a struggle wberein the 
combatant should never put off his armour. 

^^She must and shall accept me as her husband; on 
that I am determined. A great game, and a glorious 
stake, shall not be foiled for a silly girl's bumour. 
Were she less bigh-flown in her notions , and with more 
of the * World' about her, I might satisfy her scruples, 
that, of her affections — her beart as she would call 
it — there is no question here * Je suis bon Prince' 
— I never coerce my liege's loyalty. As to the old 
man, his dotage takes the form of intrepidity, so that 
it mi^bt he unsafe to use menace "witli \x\ai. ^Y^^ ^^- 
yißion must Buggest the proper tacücJ" 
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And witL tliis shrewd resolve he sei fordi to pay 
his visit at tlie cottage. K in bis step and air, as he 
went, none could have read tlie lover's ardour, there 
was tliat in liis proud carriage and glancing eye thal 
bespoke a spirit revelling in its own sense of triumph. 

Wliile Mr. Linton is tbus pursuing bis way, let m 
nse the privilege of our craft by anticipating bim, and 
taking a peep at tbat cottage interior in wbicb be is so 
soon to fig^e. Old Mr. Corrigan bad arisen irom his 
bed weary and tired; a nigbt of sleepless care weighed 
beavily on bim; and be sat at bis untasted breakfast 
witb all tbe outward signs of a sick man. 

MaryLeicester, too, was pale and sad-looking; and 
altbougb sbe tried to wear ber wonted smile , and speak 
witb ber accustomed tones, tbe beavy eyelids and the 
balf-cbecked sigbs tbat broke from ber at times betrayed 
bow sad was tbe spirit from wbicb tbey came. 

"I bave been dreaming of tbat old nunnery ak 
Bruges all nigbt, Mary," said ber grandfatber, after a 
long and unbroken silcnce; "and you cannot tbink what 
a bold it bas taken of my waking tbougbts. I fancied 
tbat I was sitting in tbe little parlour, waiting to see 
you, and tbat, at last, a dark veiled figure appeared at 
tbe grille, and beckoned me to approacb. I bastened 
to do so, my beart fluttenng witb I know not what 
mixture of bope and fear — tbe bope, it migbt be you, 
and tben tbe fear, stronger tban even bope, tbat 1 
sbould read sadness in tbat sweet face — sorrow, Marj 
— regret for leaving tbat world you never were to se( 
morc." 

"And was it me, dearest Papa?" 

"No, Mary," said be, witb a lower andmore meaninj 
tone, *^it woü auotber, oue \i\io\£L\\x^N«i: ^w< Ni'^^'« 
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She came to teil me that — that" — he faltered, and 
wiping a tear from his eyes, made an eflFort to seem 
calm — "that I had lost you, darling! lost by a Sepa- 
ration darker and more terrible than even the iron bars 
of the»nunnery can make. And although I bethought 
me that you had but gone there, whither I myself was 
hastening, I feit sorrow-struck by the tidings. I had 
clung so long to the hope of leavmg you behind me 
liere, to enjoy that world of which all your aflFectionate 
care has denied you enjoynient — to know how, amidst 
itstroubles and reverses, there are healing Springs of 
love that recompense its heaviest inflictions — I cherished 
Ais wish so long, so ardently, that I conld not face 
4e conviction which told me it should never be." 

"Dearest Papa, remember this was but a dream; 
bethink you, for an instant, that it was all unreal; that 
I am beside you , my band in yours , my head upon your 
Shoulder*, that we are not pai*ted, nor ever shall be." 

The tone of deep fervour in which she spoke drew 
tears firom the old man's eyes, and he tumed away to 
tide them. 

"It was but a dream, as you say, Mary, but do 
iiot my waking thoughts conjure up a future to the füll 
^ gloomy? A few months, at furthest, a year or so 
niore — less sanguine prophets would perhaps say 
veeks — and where shall I be? and where you, Mary?" 

The old man's grief could no longer be restrained, 
and it was in a perfect burst of sorrow the last words 
came forth. She would have spoken, but she knew 
not from what source to draw consolation. The future, 
which to his eyes looked dark and lowering, presented 
aa aspect no less gloomy to her o^iv\ axÄ \äx qt^ 
wmedjr agamst its depressing inftueuc^ ^ä& \.q» tsi*^^ 
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her present cares occupy her mind, to the exclnsion d. 
every other thought. 

"And yct, Mary," said he, recovering sonw 
of his habitual tone, "thero is an alternative, one wl 
if we could accept of it from choice as freely as wtf 
might adopt it from convenience, would solve our diffi-^ 
culties at once. My heart misgives me, dearest, asl; 
approach it. I tremble to think how far my selfishiiaail 
may bias you — how thoughts of me^ old and worthleff^^ 
as I am, may rise uppermost in your breast and gam 
the mastcry, where other and very different feelingi^ 
should prevail. I have ever been candid with you, njF 
child, and I have reaped all the benefit of my firanfcr. 
ness-, let me then teil you all. An offer has been xnadt' 
for your liand , Mary, by öne who , while professing Art 
utmost devotion to you, has not forgotten your oU 
grandfather. He asks that he should be one of itfi 
Mary — a new partner in our firm — a new member 
in the little group around our hearth. He speaks lik« 
one who knew the ties that bind us most closely — li6 
talks of our home here , as we ourselves might do — fc* 
has promised that we shall never leave it, too. Do6S 
your heart teil you whom I mean, Mary? If not, if 
you have not already gone before me in all I have been 
saying, his visions of happiness are baseless fabiicB. 
Be candid with me, as I have ever been with you. B 
is a question on wliich everything of the fiiture hangs 
— say, if you guess of whom I speak?" 

Mary Leicester's cheek grow scarlet; she tried to 
speak, but could not; but witli a look far more eloquent 
than words, she pressed the old man^s band to her lipB, 
anä was silent. 

*'J was right then, "MLary, ^ou>a»N^ ^<öBÄfc^>ssÄ. 
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>w, my sweet child, there is one other confession you 
ost make me, or leave me to divine it firom that 
imson cheek. Have bis words found an echo in yoor 
Art?" 

The old man drew her more closely to his side, and 
assed' his ann around her as he spoke ; while ehe, with 
eaying bosom and bent-down head, seemed stxuggling 
rith an agitation she could not master. At last she 



*'You have often told me, Papa, that disproportion 
tf fortone was an insormountable obstacle to married 
lappiness; that the sense of perfect equality in condi- 
ion was the first requisite of that self-esteem which 
nost be the basis of an affection free and untrammellcd 
iom all nnworthy considerations." 

"Yes, dearest; I believe this to be true." 

*'Then, surely, the present is not a case in point; 
!br while there is wealth and infiuence on one side, 
iere are exactly the opposites on the other. If he be 
Q a Position to make his choice among the great and 
^Üed of the land, my destiny lies among the lowly and 
ie humble. What disparity could be greater?" 

"When I spoke of equality," said the old man, "I 
'eferred rather to that of birth and lineage than to any 
öther. I meant that social equality by which uniformity 
)f tastes and habits are regulatod. There is no mescUliance 
vheare good blood runs on both sides." 

This was the tenderest spot in the old man^s nature; 
he pride of family surviving every successive stroke of 
ortune, or, rather, rising superior to them all. 

"I thought, moreover," said Mary, "that in his 
^rehrence of me tbere was that suddenn^^^ ^Vy^ ^"»t 
'äred more of caprice than deep coTmft>io\i, ^o^ 
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should I reckon upon its lasting? What evidence liaTö 
I that he cares for the qualities wbich will not chaii^ 
in me, and not for those which spring from youth «ad 
happiness? — for I am happy, dearest Pa — so liappy^ 
that with all our trials and difficulties, I often accuM 
myself of levity — insensibility even — feeling so lighfc 
hearted as I do." 

The old man looked at her with rapture, and tha 
pressed his lips upon her forßhead. 

'*From all this, then, I gather, Mary," said he^ 
smiling archly, "tJiat, certain misgivings apart, the pro- 
Position is not peculiarly disagreeable to you?" 

''I am sure I have not said so," said she, con^edly. 

'*No, dearest; only looked it. But stay, I heaid 
the wicket close — there is some one coming. I ei- 
pected Tiemay on a matter of business. Leave us to- 
gether, child; and, tili we meet, think over what we^ve 
been saying. Kemember, too, that although I wouU 
not influence your decision , my heart wonld be relieved 
of its heaviest load if this could be." 

Mary Leicester arose hastily and retired, too happy 
to hide, in the secrecy of her own roöm, that burst of 
emotion which oppressed her, and whose utterance she 
could no longer restrain. 

Scarcely had she gone, when Linton crossed the 
grass-plot, and entered the cottage. A gentle tap at 
the door of the drawing-room announced him, and hc 
entered. A more acute observer than Mr. Corrigar 
might have remarked that the deferential humilitj fl( 
characterislic of his manner was changed for an air o 
more purpose-like determination. He came to carry J 
pomt hy /^romptness aud \ioYdu^aa\ «aA ^^asi^ bi 
bearing anaounced the inteuliou. ' 
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After a few words of customary greeting, and an 
iquiiy more formal than cordial for Miss Leicester's 
jealth, he assumed an air of solemn purpose, and said, 

"You will not accuse me of nndue impatience, my 
lear Mr. Corrigan, nor think me needlessly pressing, if 
[ teil you that I have come here this moming to leam 
khe answer to my late proposition. Circumstances have 
occurred at the Hall to make my remaining there, even 
another day, almost impossible. Cashers last piece of 
eonduct is of such a nature as to make bis acquaintance 
M derogatory as bis friendship." 

"What was it?" 

"Simply this. LordKilgoff has at length discovered, 
what all the world has known for many a day back; 

, in bis passionate Indignation, the poor old man 

been seized with a paralytic attack." 

Mr. Corrigan passed bis band across bis brow, as if 
to clear away some terrible imagination, and sat then 
pale, silent, and attentive, as Linton went on: 

"The most beartless is yet to come! While this 
old man lies stretched upon bis bed — insensible and 
dying — this is the time Casbel selects to give a great 
entertainment, a ball, to above a thousand people. It 
is almost too much for belief — so I feel it myse^ 
The palsied figure of bis victim — bis victim, rl^i' 
say? there afe two: that miserable woman, -^ ' -ts as 
paralysed by terror as he is by disease -ade, apd move 
any man from such levity; but Casb' ouperior to 

such timidity; he fancies, I believe,i^ät this ruffian 
hardihood is manliness, that brutal insensibility means 
Courage, and so he makes bis house the scene of an 
Orgie, whea hh infamy has covered it m^ Ai^Oi^. \ 
eehow this affects yon^ Sir. It i^ a t\iem^ q\i^\C\'^ 
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I would never have toucbed did it not conc^ 
fortunos. For me, the acquaintance of suc 
no longer possible. For the sake of that 
woman, whom I knew in better days — to 
far as may be, tbe exposure that sooner or 
follow her fault — I am still here. You w> 
fore, forgive my importunity if I ask if Miss 
lias been informed of my proposal, and ^ 
favour Bhe deigns to rogard it?" 

"I have told my granddaughtcr, Sir," saic 
man, tremidously; "we have talked together 
subject; and while I am not able to speak p« 
of her sentiments towards you, it strikes me tb 
aro assuredly not mifavourable. The point ifc 
ever, too important to admit a doubt; with yom 
we will confer together once again" 

"Might I not be permitted to address the 
lady myself, Sir? The case too nearly concems i 
future happineds to make me neglect whatevei 
conduce to its accomplishment." 

The old man hesitated; he knew not' well 
reply to make. At length he said, 

"Be it so, Mr. Linton; you shall have this p 

sion. I ^^7 ^^» *^**' ^cfore you do so, we t 
•rly and distinctly understand each other. V 
, v|d, and can discuss its topics, man tc 
of tliQ matter rests on other and very di 
?*^ ^!^ morc 

^^lurlf'^ ^^^WÄ^'IfcJ understand the pcrmission, 
' Of couTSS^ö^^ u^j^ ^Yie distiuct undersU 
id Lmton, courteousijlL! . . .,,, 

lu 1J1111.V.U, w oiSPIIß. IS wantme to nll u 

at her acceptauce aiowifc & 

jasure of my ^^«^^^" ^ l^o>a\^ x^^t^^ "^^ 
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^estitnte of fortune — that tlio bumble means I 
expire with me, and that I am as poor in in- 
is in all eise?" 

lave sufficient of both, Sir, for all that moderate 
ian desire. Pray do not add a word upon the 

aust be explicit, Mr. Linton, however wearisome 
he theme. You will pardon an old man's pro- 
in consideration for the motives which prompt 

have absolutely nothing of our once powerfol 
3ave the name and the escutcheon — mementos 
id US of our fall! They did, indeed, say, some 
ck, that our title to tlie estate afforded streng 

for litigation — that there were points of con- 
3 importance — " 

y I interrupt you, Sir?" said Linton, laying 
d on Corrigan's arm. "A subject so füll of 
to you can never be a pleasing topic to me, I 
Y as rieh as a man like myself could desire; 
rust to personal exertions for whatever I may 
add in the way of ambition." 
d with good reason, Sir," said Corrigan, proudly. 
are no failures to those who unite honesty of 

with fine abilities. I will not add a word. 
jpeak to my granddaughter: I teil you frankly 

wishes go with you." 

on smiled a look of deep gratitude, and moved 
the door. 

e second more," cried Corrigan, as the other 
band on the lock; "it may soon be, that, as a 

our family, you would have the right to 
a wiU on the suhjQci we have \ieetv XsJökvsvs^ <^\» 

wisb to say^ that, as I liav^ afc^iÄQ^Ä^ ^ 



112 BOLAKD CASHEL. 

desire to contest this question, I shonld equally exp€ 
the same line of conduct from you." 

"Can you doubt it, Sir — or is it necessary tbj 
I shonld give my promise?" 

"I hope and trust not. But having myself giviB 
a written pledge, under my own band and seal, to M 
Cashel, snrrendering all right and title to this estate — 

"Wbo gave this?" said Linton, tiiming suddenl; 
round, and relinquishing his hold upon the lock of tb 
door. "Who gave this?" 

"I gave it;' 

"To whom?" 

"To Mr. Cashel, in the presence of his agent" 

"When?" exclaimed Linton, from whose pale fea 
tures, now, intense agitation bad banished all disgaisf 
"Wben did you give it?" 

**Within a fortnight." 

"And this dociunent — this release — was fomM 
and explicit?" 

"Perfectly so. I knew enough of law to make i 
obligatory. I stated the conditions for which it wa 
given — certain concessions that Mr. Cashel bad latel; 
granted me respecting this small property." 

Linton sat down, and covered his face with bot 
hands. The trouble of his feelings bad carried hii 
far away from all thought of concealment, and of th 
part which so long he bad been playing. Indeed, 8 
insensible was he to every consideration save one, thi 
he forgot Corrigan's presence — forgot where he wai 
and in the paroxysm of his baffled purpose, muttere 
half aloud broken curses upon the insane folly of Ü 
o}ä man' 8 act 

*'I am comp elled to remmöi yQM^^Yc^^^\%ss 
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ener," said Mr. Corrigan, whose face, suffused with 
iush of anger, showed that the insulting remarks had 
m overheard by him. 

^^And this was done without advice or consultation 
th any one?" said Linton, not heeding the last 
mark, nor the look that accompanied it 

"I was free then, Sir, to speak my gratitude, as I 
)w am to utter my Indignation that you should dare 

canvass my acts and question my motives, both of 
hieb are above your control." 

Linton stared at him ahnost vacantly; his own 
ioughts, and not the old man's words, had possession 
' his mind. With a rapidity of computation, in which 
w were his equals, he ran over all the varying 
lances of snccess which .had accompanied his game — 
le pains he had taken to avert all causes of failure — 
le imwearying attention he had given to every minute 
»int and doubtful issue — and now, here, at the very 
kSt, came the min of all his plans, and wreck of all 
is ho.pes. 

"You have said enough — more than enough, Sir 
- to show me how disinterested were the views in 
hich you sought my granddaughter in marriage," said 
ionigan, haughtily, "nor would it much surprise me, 
ow, were I to discover, that he who is so skilful a 
oubledealer may be no less expert as a calumniator. 
will heg you to leave my house this instant," 

"Not so fast, Sir," said Linton, assuming a seat, 
ad at once regaining that insolent composure for which 
e was noted; "I have not that generous warmth of 
haracter which is so conspicuous in you. I have 
ever given Mr. Casbel a release oi any o\i\\^'a^aörciL\. 
^ssess apoD him. Thia house is mine^ Sir — tkoä ^s^ 

fand Casheh 11 I. % 
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legal transfer and right; and it is you wko are 
intruder!" 

The old man staggered baekwards, and leai 
against the wall — a clammy Perspiration covered 
face and foreliead, and he seemed sick to the v( 
death. It was some time before he could even uttei 
Word*, and then, as with clasped hands and uplifl 
eyes he spoke, the fervour of his words told that th» 
were heart-spoken. "Thank God for this! but for 
and I had given my child to a scoundrel!" 

"Scarcely polite, Sir, and, perhaps, scarcely politic 
said Linton, with his treacherous half-smile. "It wou 
be as well to bear in mind how we stand toward ea< 
other." 

"As enemies, open and declared," cried Corriga 
fiercely. 

"I should say as creditor and debtor," said Lintoi 
"but probably we are speaking in Synonyms. No^ 
Sir, a truce to this altercation, for which I have neith 
time nor taste. Teil me frankly, can you obtain i 
possession of this unlucky document which in an i 
starred moment you parted with? If you can, ai 
will do so, I am willing to resume the position I occ 
pied«- towards you half an hour ago. This is pla 
speaking, I am aware; but how much better than 
bandy mock courtesies, in which neither of us ha^ 
any faithl We are both men of the world — I, 
least, hate no shame in saying that I am such. L 
US then be frank and business-like." 

"You have at last fiUed up the measure of yo 
insult, Sir," said Corrigan, fiercely; "you have dar« 
to speak of me as of yourself." 

'*It Ja ^ compliment 1 liave not ^«aÖl ^ ^^a.\. \sä 
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)twithstaiiding," replied Linton, with a languid inso- 
nce of manner that contrasted stronglj with tbe 
:lier's natural warmth; "and there are people in 
lis World would accept it as a flattery; but once 
lore I say, let us abandon this silly squabble. Will 
ou, or will you not, accept my proposal? I am ready 
purcbase the wreck as she lies upon the rocks, 
yave-tossed and shattered. Is it not better to give me 
ihe Chance of floating her, than see her go to pieces 
Jefore your eyes, and drift piecemeal into the wide 
3cean?" 

"Leave me, Sir — leave mel" was all the old man 
could utter. 

"If I take you at your word," said Linton, rising, 
"remember that the last gleam of hope for you departs 
«^hen I close ^that door behind me. I warn you that I 
un little given to relenting." 

"Insolent scoundrel!" cried Corrigan, carried away 
by mdignation. 

"Unhandsomely spoken, old gentleman; such words 
Ire ill-befitting grey hairs and palsied hands; but I 
•orgive them. I repeat, however, my nature is not 
)ver-di8po8ed • to forgiveness. An injury with me is 
ike a malady that leaves its mark behind it. The day 
aay come when all your entreaties, aided even by the 
•air supplications of a more gentle penitent — " 

"If you dare, Sirl" cried Corrigan, interrupting; 
md the insolence — schooled and practised in many 
i trial — quailed before the look and gesture of the 
)ld man. 

"You shall have your choice, theu," said LictosL. 
^from hencefortb you will have to coxÄ^^^ ^^\, «ssv 
7t a beeret enemjr. " And so sayiiig , \iö o^^xisÄl '^^ 
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sash wliicli led into tlie garden and passed out, 
Corrigan •overcomc by emotion and almost 
stricken. 

The deceptions which are practised on yo 
seldom attended with lasting influence; but wh 
fall upon a heart chilled and saddened by age t 
stunning in their effect, and seldom, or never, a 
relief. 



CHAPTEß X. 

Can sight and Hearing — even touch, dcccive? 
Or, is this real? 

Peobably, in all £is varied life, Casliel ha 
passed a day less to his ^atisfaction than that 
Drumcoologan. His mind, already tortiu 
anxieties, was certainly not relieved by the s 
that presented itself to his eyes. The fearful c 
©f a neglected Irish property, where want, 
disease, and destitution were combined, was n 
by him for the first time. There was one pred 
expression on and over everything — "Despau 
almost roofless cabin — the scarce-clad childrei 
fevered father stretched upon his bed of claj 
starving mother, with a dying infant at her b< 
passed before him like the dreadful images of j 
And then he was to hear from his agent, tl 
were evils for which no remedy existed: "tl 
always been fever in Ireland;" "dirt they w 
to;" want of clothing had become "natural" 
f&behood was the first ax\ie\e oi ^üoea üc^^- 
poverty was only fictitious; ÜxVa otä^ «was 
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cows; the other, bad money in a savings bank; and so 
OQ. In fact, he had to hear, that evciy ostatc had its 
plagae-spot of bad chäractcrs, were crime and infamy 
found a refuge; and that, it might be poor morality, 
bttt good policy, to admit of the custom. 

Oonfused by contradictory Statements, wearicd by 

eiplanations, to understand which notliiug slioi-t of a 

lifelong should have passed in studying the people — 

imposed upon by some, unjust towards others — he 

listened to interminable discussions without one gleam 

of enlightenment — and what is far worse, without one 

ray of hope; the only piece of satisfaction he dcrived 

from the visit being, that Hoare had consented to 

advance a sum upon mortgage of the property , which, 

in his secret soul, Cashel resolved should be a purchase, 

and not a mere loan. The object he had in view was, 

to buy off Linton's claim upon the cottage; and having 

aetüed all his most pressing debts, to retfre for some 

years to the Continent, tili a sufficient sum should have 

accomulated to permit him to recommence his life as a 

country gentleman, in a manner and with views very 

different from what he had hitherto done. lle hoped, 

by travel, to improve liis mind and extend his know- 

ledge; he trttsted that, by observing the condition of 

the peasant in different countries of Eüi-ope, he might 

bring back with him certain suggestions applicable to 

his own tenantry; and, at all events, he determined 

that the resources of his large fortune should no longer 

be squandered in meaningless debauch, so long as real 

destitation and grinding misery lay at his very door. 

He made many a good and noble resolve, and^ like 

mögt men m such casee, with youÖa. otl \JaeÄ «v^^^ \ä 

Fäsr Impatient to begin to act upon äieixi. 
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It was, then, with a feeling like tliat of a Hb 
prisoner, he heard from Mr. Kennyfeck, that alt 
Mr. Hoare and himself Lad yet many preliminai 
arrange, wliich might detain them several liours l 
he might now retum homeward to Tubbermore, 
bis Company were doubtless in anxious expectat 
bis Coming. There were two roads which 1 
Drumcoologan: one, was a species of carriage-rof 
which they had come that morning; the other, 
mere bridle-path over the mountain, and though s 
in mileage, required fuUy as much time, if not 
to travel. Refiising the assistance of a guide 
preferring to be alone, he set out by himself, a 
foot, to pursue the way homeward. 

It was the aftemoon of a sharp, clear winter' 
when the bracing air and the crisp atmosphere e 
the spirits, and make exercise the most pleasm-a 
stimulants; and as Cashel went along, he began i 
a return of that buoyancy of heart which had b< 
peculiarly bis own in foimer days. The futu: 
which bis hope already lent its bright colours 
rapidly erasing the past, and in the confidence 
youth he was fashioning a hundred schemes of 
come. 

The path along which he travelled lay b( 
two bleak and harren mountains, and followc 
course of a little rivulet for several miles. The: 
not a cabin to be seen; not a trace of veg< 
brightened the dreary picture; not a sheep, nor < 
goat, wandered over the wild expanse. It 
solitude the most perfect that could be con« 
Boland often halted to look arouud him^ aud eac 
bis eye wazzdered to a lofty ]^eak oi xqc>5^ Q\i. \J 
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sommit of tlie mountain, and where something stood 
which he fancied might be a human figiire. Although 
g:ifted with strong power of vision, the great height 
preyented his feeling any degree of certainty; so that 
he abandoned the effort, and proceeded on his way for 
miles withont again thinking on the subject. At last, 
as he was nearing the exit of the glen, he looked up 
once more: the cliff was now perceptible in its entire 
extent, and the figure was gone! He gave no further 
thought to the circumstance, but seeing that the day 
was decliniiig fast, increased his speed, in order to 
reach the high read before night closed in. Scarcely 
had he proceeded thus more than half a mile, when he 
perceived, inll in front of him, about a couple of 
hundred yards distant, a man seated upon a stone 
beside the pathway. Cashel had been too long a 
Wanderer in the wild regions of the "Far West," not 
to regard each new comer as at least a possible enemy. 
ffis Prairie experience had taught him that men do not 
take their stand in lonely and unfrequented spots 
without an objeet; and so, without halting, which might 
We awakened suspicion in the other, he managed to 
'lacken his pace somewhat, and thus give himsclf more 
ime for thought. He well knew that, in certain parts 
)flreland, landlord murder had become frequent; and 
Jthough he could not charge himself with any act 
^hich should point him out as a victim, his was not a 
oind to waste in casuistry the moments that should be 
levoted more practically. He was perfectly unarmed, 
ind this consideration rendered him doubly cautious. 
Che matter, however, had but few issues. To go back 
roülä he absurd; to halt where he ^as, s.\KÄ.TtLQt^ 'ä.q. 
iere was notbing, theiiy for it but to aÄN^xvc^\ «xA 
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he continued to do so, calmly and warily, til^ 
twenty paces from the rock where the other sa^ 
and immovable. Then it was that, dropping o 
knee, the stranger threw back a cloak that lie 
and took a deliberate aim at Lim. 

The steady precision of the attitude was enoi^ 
show Cashel that the man was well versed in th 
of fire-arms. The distance was short, also, anc 
chance of escape, consequentlj, the very sm 
imaginable. Koland halted, and crossing his 
upon his breast, stood to receive the fire exactly 
would have done in a duel. The other never m 
his dark eye glanced along the barrel without bliü 
and his iron grasp held the weapon still point 
CasheVs heart. 

"Fire!" cried Eoland, with the loud utteran 
would have used in giving the word of command 
scarcely was it spoken when the rifle was flung 1 
earth, and, springing to his feet, a tall and mu 
man advanced with an outstretched band to meei 

"Don't you know me yet, KolandV" cried a 
voice in Spanish; "not remember yonr comiade?' 

"What!" exclaimed Cashel, as he rubbed big 
and shook himself as if to insure he was not drea 
"This is surely impossible! you cannot be m; 
friend and shipmate Enrique!" 

"That am I, my boy," cried the other, thr 
his arms around him and embracing him in 
Mexican fashion, "your own old comrade for m 
year, who has sailed with you, fought with you, 
with you, played with you, and swears now tl 
wishes for nothing but the old timea over a^ain." 

*'But bow came you lieie? a»Ä. ^V^tJ^ ^^ 
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laatÄß ^id jovL discover me?" said Kolaud, as Le 
i^**^,^Q other's hand in both bis own. 

^ a long Story, 'Amigo mio/ but you sball have 
it *7^^e of these days." 

*^e;- there wiU be time enough to teil it, for 
you Bhall not leave me, Enrique, I was lougiug for 
the tace of an old comrade once again — one of the 
old Estneralda's y with whom my bappiest days were 

"I can well believe it/' said Enrique; "and it was 
to see if wealtb bad not sappcd your courage, as I 
iflow it has your bigb spirits, tbat I took aim at you, 
a while ago. Had you quailed, Holand, I almost think 
I could bave pulled tbe trigger." 

"And I had well deserved it, too," said Casbel, 
stemly. "But let us basten forward. Enrique, I am 
longing to see an old fricnd bencatb my roof — long- 
iög to see you seated opposite to me, and answering tbe 
londred questions about old Mends and times tbat are 
thronging to my mind." 

"No, Roland, my way lies tbitber," said lie, point- 
iög towards tbe west; "I bave been too long your 
guest already." 

"How do you mean?" cried Koland in amazement. 

"Simply, tbat for seven weeks I bave lived beneatb 
your roof. Tbe narrative is too long for a moment 
like tbis', but enougb if I teil you tbat it was a plot of 
Uaritana^s, wbo, bad I not acceded to tbe notion, would 
We disguised herseif and come bitber, to watcb and 
see with her own eyes liow you played tbe gi*eat man. 
To save her from such a step, when all persuasion 
Med, J came bere as tbe sailor GiovaMÄ?'' 

''Ton, Giovanni?'' 
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"Ay, Eoland, and if wealth had not blinde 
so effectually, you had soon seen throngh the cc 
feit. As Giovanni, I saw your daily life — the 
of your household — the Sterling worth and fida 
the men you made your friends; and let me tel 
Cashel, our old associates of the * Villa de las N< 
were men of unblemished honour compared with 
well-bred companions of your prosperity. Oftei 
often have I been upon the brink of declaring n 
and then, have I held back, sometimes from a cu] 
to see the game played out, sometimes anxious to 
how far this course of treachery might be carri 
without its awakening your suspicions. At len^ 
actually grew weary of seeing you the 'dup 
almost ceased to feel interest in one who could 1 
posed upon with such slender artifice. I forgot, R 
that I was the looker-on, and not the player ( 
game. It was in this mood of mind I had half 
mined to leave your house, and suffer you to go 
the stream as chance might pilot, when I discc 
that treachery had taken a higher flight than 
pected; and that, not content with the slow bres 
of your fortune by play "and reckless waste, your 
min, your very beggary had been compassed!" 

Cashel started back, and grasped the other'i 
tightly, but never spoke. 

"Are you still so infatuated as not to guef 
traitor?" cried Enrique. 

"You mean Linton?" 

«I do." 

"But are you certain of what you speak? 
jrou mistake the cunning devic^^ o^ «*. «vsücAX^ tssxx 
tie darker snares of downxigVit ti^a.c^i^x^'^'' 
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"You shall hear," said Enrique. "Sit down here 

apon this stone. I have some hours before I sail. The 

vessel leaves Limerick to morrow for Naples; and 

ihither I am bound, for Maritaiia is there. No, no, 

my dear friend, you must not ask me to stay; I have 

lemained longer than I ought; but I waited for the 

thne when I might be able to recompense you for 

kving thus played the spy upon your actions. Hear 

me out patiently now, for that hour is come." 

As Cashel seated himself beside Enrique, it was 

r ody by a great efPort he could compose himself to 

listen, when a hundred questions came throngiug to his 

ßind, and doubts and inquiries, of every possible kind, 

demanded explanation. 

"I will not waste your time nor my own by 
dwelling upon your losses at play. I,may one day or 
other amuse you, by showing how little chance our 
old Columbian friends would have had against these 
ionourable and right honourable swindlers. That you 
should be the mark for artifice, is natural enough; but 
I have little patience with your blindness in not seeing 
if From the first hour of your anival here, Linton 
set a watch upon your doings. Phillis was his prin- 
eipal agent. But even upon him Linton had his spies 
— myself among the number. Ay, Roland, I was 
perhaps the only one he trusted! As I have said, 
Linton marked every step you took, heard all you 
Baid, read every letter that reached you. Every night 
it was his practice, at a certain hour when you repaired 
to the cottage , to enter your dressing-room by a secret 
door that led from the theatre; and then, at his leisure.^ 
h ransscked jrour papera j examined youT cott^^^oyA- 
ß?^, searcbed tbrougb all the documenla N?\v\e)tv ^^- 
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cerned your estate, possessing himsclf of iufoi 
every point of your circumstances. Nor wa 
he abstracted papers of value from amongst t 
knowing the carclcssness of your liabits, and 
little risk of detection bis boldest darings werc 
I studied bun long and closely. For a grei 
could not detect tbc clue to liis proceedings 
at one time ascribed all to jealousy, for be iv 
of the favour by wbicb Lady Kilgoff distingui 
Tbis, bowever, could not explain all I saw, 
on tbe subject of your fortuiie bis decpest in 
excitcd. At last camc bis fiist move, and 
game disclosed itself before me. Tbere lay i 
table for several days a deed concerning tl 
wbere tbe old gentleman resided witb bis 
Tbis, Linton, to my surprisc, did not take i 
simply contonted bimself by placing it in si 
minent positiou as would in all likelibood at 
notice. To no purposo, bowever; you woul 
have tossed it over, among otber papers, witl: 
tion. He went a step furtber; be broke tbe 
left the enclosure half open. Still it lay 
The next night be carried it off, but y 
missed it/^ 

"Nor was it of any consequence," broke 
"It was never perfected, and had neitber my 
nor my seal." 

"Are you certain of tbat?" said Enrique 
dubiously. 

"I could swear to it." 

"Look here, then," said lli^ otbex^ as he 
a pocket-bookj from tiie io\d.a oi ^Vvävi 
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package, and opened it befbrc Casbcl. Is tliat 
here — that Signatare, ^Roland Cashel,^ yours?" 
(hei stared at the writing witbout speaking; bis 
txembled as tbej beld tbe paper, and bis very 
ibook witb agitation. 

never wrote it!^' cried be, at last, and witb an 
Imost convulsive. 

et, see if it be not witnessed; tbere are tbe 
and addresses of two persons." 
. is a forgery; a clever one, I own, bnt still a 
I never signed tbat paper — never saw it tili 
jtant" 

T'ell," Said Enrique, slowly, "I scarcely expected 
;b of memory from yon. It is true as you say, 
ver did sign it; but / did." 
QU, Enrique? — you?" exclaimed Casbcl. 
es, Koland. I aecompanied Linton to Limerick 
request, dressed to personate you. We were 
tbe botel by two persons summoned to witness 
it of signature; of tbe meaning of wbicb I, of 
appeared to know notbing — nor did I, indced, 
g afterwards, discover tbe real significance." 
nd bow came you by it eventually?" 
ly imitating Linton^s own proceedings. I saw 
r security be placed it in an iron box, wbicb be 
[ witb bim to Limerick, and wbicb contained 
r document of apparently far greater value. Tbis 
was long enougb in my Company on tbat mom- 
enable me to take a model of tbe key, by wbicb 
^ards bad anotber made, and by means of wbicb 
ined possession of botb tbese papers — for bere 
other, " 
id wben did yon take them? '' 
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^^ALout au hour ago. I saw that this drama wil 
drawing to a finish. I knew that Linton^s schemei 
were advanciug more rapidly than I could follow; Jiif 
increased coiiüdence of mauner proved to me bis C09- 
sciousness of streugth, and yet I could neither unraTd 
his cunuing nor detcct his artilice. Nothing then le* 
mained but to carry off tbese papers; and, as the hm 
of my own departure drew nigh, there was no timeto 
lose. There they are botL 1 hope you will be • 
more careful depositary than you have been hitherto." 

*^And where is Linton?^' cried Koland, bis passioar 
ate eagemess for revenge mastering every othflr 
feeling. ] 

^^ Still your guest. He dines and does the honoufl i 
of your board to-day, as he did yesterday, and will to- j 
morrow.'' 

"Nay, by my oath, that he will never do more! 
The man is no coward, and he will not refuse me the 
amende I'll ask for." 

'^Were he on board, it is a loop and a leap Td 
treat him to," said Enrique. 

"So should I, perhaps," said Cashel, "but the cuf 
cumstances change with the place. Here he shall have 
the privilege of the class he has belonged to and clis- 
graced." 

"Not a bit of it, lloland. He is an average member 
of the guild; the only difference being, with more than 
average ability. These fellows are all alike. Leare 
them, I say. Come and rough it with me in tbe 
*Basque,' where a gallant band ai*e fighting for the 
truo Sovereign; or let us have another dash in the Far 
West, where the chase is aa tli^ -^etvl «jad ^lory of 
war; or whaX say you to Üie "Ei^Ät*^ ^ Q\3c«wassv«Q. ^ifcSi^ 
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d a scimitar would not be stränge to us. Chooso 
or own land, my boy, and let us meet this day 
)nth at Cadiz.'' 

"But wliy leave me, Enrique? I never had more 
ed of a true-hearted friend than now/^ 

*^No, I cannot stay; my last chance of seeing Mari- 
na depends on my reaching Naples at ouce; and as 

your affair with Linton, it will be one of those 
ings of etiquette, and measured distance, and hair- 
j?g^^9 ^ which a rough sailor like myself would be 
it of place." 

^^And Maritana — teil me of her. They said that 
Lca had come to England." 

"Rica! He dared not set foot on shore here. The 
llow has few countries open to him now: nor is it 
nown where he is." 

"And is she alone? Is Maritana unprotected?" 

"Alone, but not unprotected. The girl who has 
vice crossed the Cordilleras with a rifle on hßr Shoulder, 
eed scarcely fear the Insults of the coward herd that 
ould molest her." 

"But how is she living? in what rank — among 
'hat associates?" 

"I only know that she maintains a costly retinue 
t the *Albergo Reale-/ that her equipages, her ser- 
ants, her liveries, bespeak wealth without limit She 
1 a mystery to the city she inhabits. So much have 
heard from others; from herseif, a few lines reached 
le at Dieppe, begging me to see you, and — you will 
larcely believe it — asking for a release from that 
ond of betrothaJ that passed between you, — «ä SiS^. 
uld signify anything,^^ 
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"Was the fieedom thus obtained to be used in yoap 
favour, Enrique?" 

dblie other grew purple, and it was a few secondi 
before he could ans wer. "No! that is over for ever. 
She lias refused me as one so much below her, tlut 
the vcry thought of an alliance would be degradatioB. 
The sailor — the bnccaneer — raise his eyes to her 
whom Princes seek in vain? I go now to say my Itft 
farewcU: as long as thero dwells upon my mind Ab 
slenderest chance of meeting her, so long will hoj* 
linger in my heart ; not the high hope that spirits oii0 ^ 
to glorious enterprise, but tliat feverish anxiety thit 
unnerves the courage and shakes tlie purpose. I camiot -« 
endure it any longer." 

"Remain with me, then, for a day — for twoit "| 
furthest — and we will go together to Naples." 

"Do not ask me, Roland. Some accident — soine 
one of those chances which befal each hour of life — 
might delay us; and then, I might never see her more. 
She is to leave Naples by the end of the month, b«l 
to go whither, or how, she will not teil. Promise »• 
to foUow. Let US meet there; and then, if the woiU 
has not a faster hold upon you than I deem it lutfj 
we'll seek our fortune together in new lands. Wha* ! 
say you? is it a bargain?" i 

"Agreed," said Roland. "TU leave this within * 
week, without it be my fate to quit it never. hei^ 
rendezvous at Naples, then; and fortune shall decido 
what after." 

"How hundreds of things press upon my mind, aJl 
of which y when I am gone, mll W temembered^ btt* 
wLicb now are confusedly mm^^öi ^^5 Xö^^^^äX ^^'^K^rf 
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Bumings I meant to have given you! what ^utionsl 
id now I can think of nothing." 

"I bave röom for but one thought," said Cashel, 
;emly: "it k adebt which eveiy hour impaid, increases 
y a tenfold interest." 

"It need not weigh long upon your conscience. 
jinton wears the dress of a grandee of Spain to-night; 
mt Wll conceal it from time to time, beneath a piain 
jrown domino with yellow cape. Do not mix with 
four Company on arriving, bnt wait tili about twelve 
D'clock in your room, and you'll hear him as he enters 
bis own: then, without risk of distnrbance, you can see 
him; or, if you like it better, send anoüier to him. 
Should he be the man you suppose, the whole can be 
easily arranged by the light of moming." 

**And so shall it be,^* said Cashel, in a deep low 
yoice. 

"If this life of luxury has not unsteadied your 
finger, Td not take his place for half your fortune." 

A short motion of the head from Cashel seemed to 
coneur with this speech. 

"How I wish you were to be with me, Enrique I" 
said he, after a silence of some minutes. 

"So should I, Eoland; but you will not need m«: 
were there two to bring to reckoning, I'd ßtay, cost 
what it might And here we say farewell." They had 
walked together, during this colloquy, to the high 
lOftd, which on one side leads towards Tubbermore, 
«nd on the other to Limerick. 

Cashel held his comrade^s band fast clasped in his 
öwn, without speaking. The sense of isolation had 
never strack him so forcibly as now ttat, \iaN\Ti^ tcä\. 
w old and attacbed Mendj he was about lo ^«x^. ^wiöo. 
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him so «euddenly. It appeared to darken his solitad 
into something more lonely still. 

^^rd have tliought that all this wealth had madi 
you happier/^ said Enrique, as he gazed at the soiroif' 
Struck features of his friend. 

^^Neither happier nor better /^ said Roland, mounh 
fuUy. 

"There! see yonder," cried Enrique, "-wrhere you 
see the lamps flashing; those are the carriages of your 
gay Company. Remember that you are the host to- 
night; and so, good-by."" 

"Good-by, my old comrade," 

"One Word more,'* said Enrique. "Be not weak-* 
hearted — trust none of them — they are false, Gverj 
one: some from envy; some from treachery, some from 
that fickleness that they fancy to be knowledge^^f life; 
but all are alike. And so, tili we meet'^j||^ia at 
Naples." ^ 

"At Naples," echoed Cashel; and, with head bent 
down, pursued his way homeward. 



CHAPTER XI. 



Warmth may sait the gen*rou« fool; 
Tbe deeper knave mual aye be cool. 



Bxix. 



RAPn>LY as carriage after carriage rolls up the 
broad approach to Tubbermore, the lamps flashing and 
glittering through the dark wood, we must heg of oui 
reader to tum back a few hours in our history, an^ 
follow the Steps of Mr. Linton, as, leaving the cottage 
he tomed towards the "Great House." 

Probably, to a mind eoIiBtlta\ÄÖL'^^^2^^^^^x^^>aS 
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e no more poignant sense of sorrow and regret than 
bat experienced in consequence of a sudden and irre* 
liressible bürst of passion. It was a great fanlt — the 
gieatest he conld commit. In justice to him, we will 
own it was of the very rarest in occurrence. His ont- 
breaks of anger, like his moments of calm, were all 
fltadied beforehand; and nothing short of a catastrophe, 
imexpected and overwhelming, could have snrprised 
bim into the fatal excess of which his interview with 
Corrigan was an instance. 

If repentance could have compensated for his sin, 
asBoredly the o£Pence might have been effaced from the 
tablet of his misdeeds. Never was sorrow more true, 
heartfelt, and cutting. He called none of bis accustomed 
casaistrj to aid him in softening down his fault; he saw 
it in aU the breadth of its enormitj-, as a foul blot upon 
that System pf deceit in which years of practice had * 
Biade him so perfect. He feit compromised by himself ; 
and possibly, to a cunning man, this is the bitterest of 
all self-reproaches. 

Very little consideration was needed to show that, 
80 far as Corrigan went, reconciliation was impossible. 
He knew the old man too well to have a doubt upon 
that subject What, then, was to be done? In which 
was the most profitable Channel to tum the stream of 
Coming events? Were Cashel a man of different mould, 
ftere would be no price too high to pay for that docu- 
BKiit which stood between him and his title to the 
estate. It was all the difference between rank and ob- 
aeority — between wealth and want — between the 
condition of an estated gentleman and the assumption. 
of a mere pretender. Wide as the aVteroA^v?^"^ \%:^^ 
^toD knew tbejr would not aflfect CaslieYB tdmA» ^^ 
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foresaw clearly tbat, in a burst of bis "most yirta< 
probity,^^ be would declare Corrigan tbe rigbtful owi 
of tbe eetate , and walk fortb into tbe world as poor 
wben be began it. Witb Casbel, tberefore, all tref 
would be impossible. Tbe next consideration was, wl 
tenns migbt be made witb Corrigan tbrougb Tienu 
Tbe rougb frankness of tbe old Doctor bad alwajB Im 
reckoned by Linton as a common-place trick of certi 
coarse minds, to simulate bonesty and straigbtfairwai 
ness. He believed tbat mankind consisted of bot ti 
categories — tbe knave and tbe fool: be wbo was i 
one, must necessarily be tbe otber. Now, an aoi 
study of Tiemay persuaded bim tbat be was a shreii 
sound-beaded man, wbose very profession bad traia 
bim into babits of investigation; and tbougbt tbere cos 
be litüe doubt, tberefore, into wbicb class he ff 
Tbere was, moreover, tbis advantage in treating "wi 
bim, tbat neitber personal feeling nor pride of stafci 
would interfere witb tbe negotiation; be would enterb 
tbe question in tbe simple ligbt of a bargain — - 
mucb for so mucb. Tbe unlucky release of all cla 
upon tbeir property was, of course, to be tbougbt 
— as deteriorating, if not altogetber invalidating, i 
title; but of tbis it migbt be possible, perbaps, to obtt 
possession. CasbeFs papers must be ransacked tbrou{ 
out; it was very unlikely tbat be bad taken an unu« 
care of it, so tbat Linton was far from supposing tl 
tbis would present a serious difficulty. But wby h 
be not tbougbt of tbis before? Wby bad be sufiei 
bis disappointment to blind bim to wbat was so p 
pable? ^*So mucb for tbinking tbe game won ere it 
finisbed/* ezclaimed be*^ "but wbo would bave tbou^ 
Linton sbould make ibiB \A\xx)L^e;tV'' 
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To treat with Tiemay, then, realised eveiy ad- 
itage he coold think of. • It offared the prospect of 
;er terms, an easier negotiation; and it presented 

featore of inestimable merit in bis eye» — it 
»rded the means of gratifTiug his hatred againvt 
shel, withont the vengeance costing him anjthing. 
18 thooght, for a wbile, left him incapable of enter- 
aing every other. Cashel reduced to poverty — 
niliated to the position of an adyentorer who had 
ained a property nnder false pretences — was a pic- 
e he cotdd never weary of contemplating. What a 
nons consummation of revenge, could he haye in- 
ived one other in the min! — if Laura had been the 
npanion of his fall! But that scheme had failed: a 
sndship — a perilous one, 'tis true — had sprung 
wher^ Linton had sowed the seeds of a very different 
ssion; and nothing remained but to involve them both 
the disgrace and ruin which a Separation and its 
isequences could inflict. Even this, thought he, will 
w be no trifling penalty — "millionnaire" Roland 
shel would have conferred an eclat on the fall, that 
mld become ludicrous when associated with the name 
a mere adventurer. 

K thoughts of these vengeances afforded the most 
ense pleasnre to his vindictive mind, there came, 
BT and anon, deep regrets at the loss of that greater 
me for which he had planned and plotted so anxiously. 
lat noble fortune which he had almost held within 
1 grasp — that high Station from which he would 
?e known how to derive all its advantages — the 
litical position he had so long ambitioned — were 
w^ all to ßjt from before his eyes üke tlaÄ iorccÄ ^1 ^ 
tm, anreal and impoaaible. 
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So intently had he pursued these various rea 
that he utterly forgot everything of his lata ii 
with Tom Keane; and when the remembrance c 
upon him, the effect was almost stunning. Tb 
would now be useless, so far as regarded Linto 
advantage. Mary Leicester could never be hi 
why, then, involve himself, however remoteb 
deed as profitless as it was perilous? No time 
be lost about this. He must see Keane imme 
and dissuade him from the attempt. It would 
to assnre him that the whole was a misconceptic 
mistake of meaning. It was not necessary to c 
— it was enough to avert the act; but this i 
done at once. 

So reflecting, Linton took his way to the gat 
which lay a considerable distance off. The space i 
much time for thought, and he was one whose t 
travelled fast. His plans were all matured and 
accomplishment. After seeing Keane, he would 
a few lines to Tiemay, requesting an interview 
following moming. That night, he resolved, sh« 
his last at Tubbermore; the masquerade had, 
be conjectured, few charms for one whose mi 
charged with heavier cares. 

But still it would give him an occasion to ^ 
about his scandal on Lady Kilgo£P, and, later o 
bim the opportunity of searching CasheFs paj 
thät docuiiient he wished to obtain. 

On reaching the gate-lodge, under pretence of " 
his eigar he entered the house, where, in all the 
misery of their untractable habits, Keane^s w 
müTonaded by her ragged cbildi^w. 

'Tom iB at work, I Bup^oa^*^'' ^^^\ä^ ^«x 
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"No, yer Honer; he went out early this moming 
to look after a little place for us, as the master is goin* 
to tum US oui^' 

*Tm ßorry for that/^ said he, compaflsionately; 
. ^land is dear, and hard to be got now-a-days. Why 
don't he go to America?" 

"Indeed an' I don't know, sir. They say it's the 
Ky place to gain a livin'; fine pay and little to do 
fcr it." 

Linton smiled at an encomium, for whose accuracy 
\ lie would not have vouched; and then tried to ascertain, 
I in the same careless fashion, in what direction Keane 
lad gone; but the woman could not teil. She beliered 
it was by the high road, but could not be certain, since 
ie had left the house shortly after daybreak. 

Linton sauntered out in deep thought. It was evi- 
4ent enough to him what the object of that joumey 
was: it needed no clue to track his path. It was 
Strange; but now, when the deed was not to secure any 
fcture benefits to himself, it appeared before his eyes 
in all the glaring colours of its criminality. It was a 
told-blooded and useless crime, and he actually shud- 
dered as he thought upon it. 

Although he well knew that it would not be pos- 
flble to connect him in any way with the act, his con- 
science made him restless and uneasy, and he would 
kave given much that he had never mooted it. It was 
too late, however, now, to think of these things: were 
he to mount his horse and follow the fellow Keane, 
[ fte chances of Coming up with him were few. The 
man would inevitably have concealed himself tili the 
veiy momejD^ came; and were Linton. to \>^ y^^ä^tä. ^ 
^eA a time, the fact of his presence mig^it, m ^xstOtv ^ 
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remote and nnfrequented spot, give liBO to the veij 
worst suspicions. "Be it so,'' said be at length, aod 
with the tone of one who left the issue to fortone. He 
fomid himself now upon the high road, and rememW 
ing that he was not far £rom Tiemay's house, resolnd 
on makiDg a visit to the Doctor in person. It might lo 
happen hereafler that a question would arise where he 
had passed the moming. There was no saying wiut 
tum events might take, and it would be as well weE6 
he able to show that he had spent some time in 
Tiemay's Company; and as, in such a critical moment, 
it would have been far from wise to discuss anj matter 
connected with Cashers property, it were safest to make 
the object of the visit appear an efibrt to obtain Doctor 
Tiemay's kind mediation in the difference with Hr. 
Corrigan. 

To pass half an hour in bis Company, under any 
pretext, would be to put on record bis occupation oi 
that moming; and, with this resolve, he knocked at 
the door. 

It was with a start of surprise Tiemay reeeived 
Linton as he entered bis study. The Doctor arose froni 
the chair where he had been sittiug, and stood in tbe 
attitude of one who desires by bis very air and deport- 
ment to express that he does not mean that the othef 
sbould be seated. 

"This is an honour, Sir," said he at last, '^so ixor 
deserved on my part, that I am at a loss how iO 
acknowledge it." 

"A little patience and a little courtesy are all I aa^ 

for, Dr. Tiemay," replied Linton, while he placed l> 

chair and seated himself with the most perfect uncon^ 

cenL "Ibu may easily gn^a ^aX,\ ^q T^^\>\säaE?Q^^Tscf 
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resence npon jou wühout what at least Beem to me 
\ be sofficient reasons. Whether you m&j Üiink them 

or not, will in a great measure depend npon whether 
'ou prefer to be guided hj the iahte lights of an unjnst 
)T^adice, or the tme Illumination of yonr own natural 
;ood sense and practical intelligence.^^ 

Tiemay sat down without speaking; the appeal waa 
aiade calmlj and dispassionatelj to him, and he feit 
that he could not but entertain it, particolarly as the 
scene was beneath bis own roo£ 

Linton resumed — 

" Your friend — I hope the time is not distant when 

1 may be enabled to say, and rm'ne — Mr. Corrigan, 
acting under the greatest of all misconceptions, mis- 
taking my heartfelt zeal in bis behalf for an nndue 
interference in bis affairs, has to-day expressed himself 
towards me in a manner so uncalled for, so unfair, and 
uigenerons, that, considering tbe position I sought to 
occupy in bis regard, either bespeaks the existence of 
some secret attack upon my character, or that a mere 
«idden caprice of temper overbalances with bim the 
qtiaUties he has been gracious enough to speak of in 
terms of praise and approbation." 

Ti^uay gave a short, dry nod, whose significance 
vag so very doubtM, that Linton stopped^and stared 
At him , as if asking for ^rther Information. 

*^I had made a proposition for the band of bis 
^nddanghter,^^ resumed he; "and surely my preten- 
äons could not subject me to rebuke?'^ 

Tiemay nodded again, in the same puzzling way 
«8 before. 

"EjiowJD^ tbe iDÜuence you possesa m \5afti«cK^^'^ 
fsmmed Idütoa, ^j^eeeing how mucli confiiAeiiC« ^'erj t^ 
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pose in your counsels, I have thought it ; 
Btate to you that, although naturally indig 
treatment I have met with, and possibly c, 
for a moment by passion, my feelings reg 
Leicester are unchanged, and, I believe, unc 

Tiernay moved bis head sligbtly, as tbc 
ing assent. 

"Am I to understand, Sir, that my cor 
is pleasing to you?" said Linton, firmly. 

"Very pleasing in every respect," said ' 

"And I may reckon upon your kind o\ 
behalf, Dr. Tiernay?" 

Tiernay shook bis head negatively. 

"Be kind enough to speak your mind i 
gibly, Sir; for there is need that we sbould 
each other here." 

"I will be as explicit as you can desire 
communication was gratifying to me in so 
ßhowed me how my old and esteemed frienc 
gan had thrown off the delusion in wbicb 
dnlged regarding you, and saw you as I h 
thought you — a clever worldly man, with( 
as to bis means when an object bad once 
Session of bis wisbes, and wbo never could ha 
of making Miss Leicester bis wife were tber 
and deeper purposes to be attained by so d< 

"You are candour itself, Sir," said Lint 
cannot feel offence at a frankness I have m; 
for. Pray extend the favour, and say wbat 
sibly be these other and deeper purposes yoi 
What advantages could I pio^oa^ my^o-lf \ 
alliaace^ save increased tacWili^a cä. cctom^^ 
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Dr. Tiemay, and more frequent opportunities of in- 
dulging in *tric-trac' with Mr. Comgan?" 

Tiemay winced ander the sarcasm, but only said, 

"To divine your motives would be to become your 
eqnal in skill and clevemess. I bare no pretensions to 
Büch ezcellence/' 

P *^So ihat 70U are satisfied with attributing to another 
objects for which you see no reason and motive, and of 
vhich you perceive no drift?" 

"I am satisfied to believe in much that I cannot 
fethom." 

"We will pursue this no ftirther," said Linton, im- 
patiently. "Let us reverse the medal. Mr. Corrigan's 
reftisal of me, coupled with bis uncourteous conduct, 
may lead to unpleasant resnlts. Is be prepared for 
weh?" 

"I have never known bim to sbrink from the con- 
Bequences of bis own conduct," replied Tiemay, stead- 
bsäj. 

f^ "Even tbougb that conduct should leave bim bouse- 
less?" wbispered Linton. 

"It cannot, Sir, wbile /have a roof." * 

"Gtenerously spoken, Sir," said Linton," wbile be 
4rew bis eyes over the humble decorations of the 
damber with an expression of contempt tbere was no 
nüstaking. 

"Humble and poor enougb it is, Sir," said Tiernay, 
«wwering the glance, "but tbe fruit of honest industiy. 
Seither a fatber's curse, nor a mother's tear, hovers 
over one of tbe little comforts around me." 

"An ancient Boman in virtuel" exclaimed Linton, 
•ffectadJ/-. "J3bw sad, that our degeueiaXÄ öi«^^ %^*-^ 
JVfrard such ercei7eiice/" 
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"You are wrong there, Sir. Even for merits poor 
and unobtrusive as mine, there are tributes of affBCtioi 
more costly than great men know of. There are those -ij 
on every band aroond me who would resign heatth, ] 
and bope, and life itself, to do me Service. There an 
some.who, in tbeir rüde zeal, would think litfle of 
making even Mr. Linton regret bis having needlesslj 
insulted me. Ay, Sir, I bave but to open that windov 
and speak one word, and you would sorely repent tliii 
day^s proceeding." 

Linton sat calm and collected under this bunt of 
anger, as tbougb be were actually enjoying the outbreak 
he had provoked. ^^You have a lawless population berOi 
it would seem, tben,*' said he, smiling blandly, as bB 
rose from bis seat. ^^I think the Government is badlj 
rewarded by bestowing its resources on such a neigb- 
bourbood. A police-barracks would suit you better than 
an hospital, and so I sball teil Mr. Downie Meek." 

Tiemay grew suddenly pale. The threat was too 
palpable to be mistaken, nor was be sufficiently covr 
versant with tbe world of policy to detect its fallacy. 

"Two bundred pounds a year,'^ resumed LintoU-y 
"can be of no moment to one who is surrounded b^ 
such generous devotion, while some respect for law o'^ 
Order will be a good * aiterative,' — isn't that 
phrase, Doctor?" 

Tiemay could not utter a word. Like many mei^ 
who pass tbeir lives in seclusion, he had formed th^^ 
most exaggerated ideas of tbe despotism of those 
power; he believed that for tbe gratification of a 
whim or passing caprice they would not scruple at an^ 
»et of oppreBBion that might leaA V^ T\m!L \ts»^\£\ lie felt^ 
säocked at the peril to wIiiOcl «^ \\aa\.7 ^ot^ V^ 
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K>6ed him. Linton read him like a book, and gazing 
ixedlj at him, said, "Your craft has taught you little 
of worldlj skill, Dr. Tiemay, or you would have Been 
tbat it is better to incur a passing inconvenience, than 
ran the risk of a severe and perhaps fatal misfortones 
Methinks that a science of expediencies might liave in- 
BtiUed a few of its wise precepts into every-day life/* 

Tbe Doctor stared, half in astonishment, half in 
anger, bat never spoke. 

"jßeflect a litüe upon this point/* said Linton, 
dowly) ^^remember, too, that a man like myself, who 
never acts withput an object, may be a very good asso- 
cUte f<»: him who has neither courage nor energy for 
action at all; and lastly, bethink you that the subtlety 
Aod skill which can make a useftil friend, can become 
very readily the materials of a dangerous enemy/^ 

Linton knew well the force and significance of 
vagaene«s, either in threat or promise; and no sooner 
^ he done speaking than he left the room and the 
Wse; while^Tiemay, bewildered and terrified, sat down 
^ think over what had passed. 

'^He^ll come to terms, I see that!" cried Linton to 
ümself, as he entered the Park of Tubbermore. "A 
itüe time — a sleepless night or two — the uncertainty 
*f that fature, which to every man past fifty gets an- 
•ther tinge of black with each year — will do the 
Business, and Tll have him suing for the conditions he 
^ould now reject" 

Never yet, however, had time been a greater object 
^ith Linton. The host of creditors whom he had staved 
^ff for some months back — some, by paying large 
lums on acconnt; othera, by the asBniane/b \k«X \i<^ ^^9& 
a tbe eve a£ a rieb marriage — "woxiVi., «A. ^<^ -^«rj 
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first semblance of bis defeat, retum and overwhelm himi 
Manj of bis debts were incurred to busb np pl*7 trai»" 
actionS) wbicb, if once made public, bis Station in societ^ 
would be no longer tenable. Of bis former associaieä, 
more tban one lived upon bim by tbe mere menace rf 
tbe past. Some were impatient, too, at tbe protracted 
game be played witb Roland, and reproacbed bim wiA 
not "finisbing bim off" long before, by cards and tiie 
dice-box. Otbers, were indignant tbat tbey were not 
admitted to tbe sbare of tbe spoil, witb all tbe contiih 
gent advantages of mixing in a class wbere tbey might 
bave found tbe most profitable acquaintances. . To hold 
all tbese in cbeck bad been a dif&cult matter, and iew 
save bimself could bave accomplisbed it. To restram 
tbem mucb longer was impossible. Witb tbese tJioaghts 
be walked along, scarce noticing tbe long string d 
carriages wbicb now filled tbe avenue, and bastened 
towards tbe bouse. Occasionally a tbougbt would cross 
bis mind, "Wbat if tbe bullet bad abeady done itt 
work? Wbat if tbat vast estate were now once möre 
tbrown upon tbe wide ocean of litigation? WonH 
Corrigan prefer bis claim again, or would some new 
suitor spring up? and if so, wbat sum could recompense 
tbe possession of tbat pardon by wbicb tbe wbole pro- 
perty migbt be restored to its ancient owners?" .Ajnii 
all tbese canvassings, no feeling arose for tbe fate of 
bim wbo bad treated bim as a bosom friend — not one 
regret, not so mucb as one Sensation of pity. True, 
indeed, be did reflect upon wbat course to adopt wben 
tbe tidings arrived. Long did be vacillate wbetber Tom 

. Keane sbould not be arrested on suspicion. Tbere were 
dißctädeB in eitber coiirse, and^ q& \xä\v».\^ \i<^ ^Toferred 

tiat Coming eyents should wigg^^X. \)öä\i qt^ntl ^sxs^^^s^s^ 
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Lt last lie reached the great house, but instead of 
ing hj the firont door, he passed into the court- 
, and gained his own apartment unobserved. As 
itered he locked the door, and placed the key in 

a manner that none conld peep through the key* 
He then walked leisurely aronnd the room; and 
>ugh he knew there was no other outlet, he cast a 
36 of scrutinising Import. on every side, as if to 
re himself that he was alone. This done, he 
.ed a small cupboard in the wall behind his bed, 
took forth the iron box, in which, since its dis- 
ry, he had always kept the pardon, as well as the 
jd conveyance of Tubber-beg. 
Liinton placed the box before him on the table, and 
d at it in a kind of rapture. ^* There ,^' thought he, 
I the weapon by which at once I achieve both 
ne and revenge. Let events take what tum they 

there ^ is a certain source of wealth. A great 
e like this will have its claimants: with me it rests 

shall be the successfdl one." 

\. hurried knocking at the door intermpted the 
mt of these musings; and Linton, having replaced 
casket in the press, unlocked the door. It was 
Phillis, who, in all the gala of füll dress, and with 
:e camelia in his button-hole, entered. 
'Well, Phillis, is all going on as it onght?" said 
m, carelessly. 

'Scarcely so, Sir," said the soft-voiced functionary; 
house is filling fast, but there is no one to receive 
Company; and they are Walking about staring 
ich other, and asking who is to do the honours." 
^Awkward, certainly" said Linton^ cooW-j «^ ''^\i»Ä;:^ 
ffoügbt to have been the persona' 
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"She is gone, Sir," said PhiUiß. 

''^Gone! gone! When, and where?" 

"I cannot say, Sir; bat mj Lord and her LadjB% 
left this moming early, with post-horses, taking die 
Dublin road." 

Linton did not speak, bat the swollen rem in Inf 
forehead, and the red flush apon bis brow, told hof 
tbe tidings affected him. He had long specolated Oft 
witnessing the agonies of her grief when the honr of ^ 
bis revenge drew nigh; and this ecstasy of crueltywii j 
now to be denied him. 

"And mj Lord — had he regained any oonsdfliV- 
ness? or was he still insensible?" 

"He appeared like a child, Sir, when thej liftel 
him into the carriage." 

"And Lady Kilgoff?" \ 

"She held her veil doubled over her face as li» j 
passed; bat I thought she sighed, [and even sobbed, ü < 
she handed me this letter." i 

"For Koland Cashel, Esquire," said Linton, readii(r ■ 
as he took it. "Did she speak at all, Phillis?" 

"Not a Word, Sir. It was a sad-looking proceflrioft . 
altogether, moving away in the dim grey of to , 
moming." 

Linton placed the letter in a rack upon the chinmef« 
and for some seconds was lost in thought 

"If Lady Janet, Sir, would be kind enough torft* 
ceive the Company," murmured Phillis, sofUy. 

"Pooh, man, it is of no consequence 1 " said Linto&f 
roughly, bis mind dwelling on a veiy differeni ih6iB6' 
"Let who will play host or hostess." 

"Perhaps you would com^ ÖL0^wB.^Gvsaafe\£%wwi^8ir?'' 
asked PhilhSy who read m \ke \xa.^^^«i\SÄ 53Jt\ÄS&BÄ* 
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manner the desire to be alone, and coupled tkat desire 
witk some mysterious purpose. 

"Yes, leave me, Phillis; Im goin^ to dress/' said 
lie, Imrriedly. "Has he retomed yet?" 

"No, Sir; and we expected him at five o'clock." 
"And it is now nine," said the other, solemnly; 
"four hours later!" 

"It is very singular!^' exclaimed Phillis, who was 
more stmck by the altered expression of Linton's face 
thoa by the common-place fact he affected to marvel at. 
"Why Singular? What is remarkable? That a 
man should be delayed some time on a business matter, 
particnlarly when there was no urgency to repair else- 
. where?" 

"Nothing more common, Sir; only that Mr. Cashel 
positively he should be here at £ye. He had 
ordered the cob pony to be ready for him — a sign 
that he was going to pay a visit at the cottage/^ 

Linton made no reply, but bis lips curled into a 
smile of dark and ominous meaning. 

"Leave me, Phillis," said he at length; "I shall be 
late, with all this cumbrous finery I am to wear." 

"Shall I send your man, Sir?" said Phillis, slily 
eyeing him as he spoke. 

"Yes — no, Phillis — not yet. 111 ring for him 
later. 

And with these words Linton seated himself in a 
large chair, apparently unconscious of the other's pre- 
«ence. 

Mr. Phillis withdrew noiselessly — but not far — 
for after advancing a few steps along the corridor, he 
cautiouslj' retamed, and listened at t\ift öioot. 
Linton sat for a few seconds^ a& li 'ÄÄX.^mTL'^ \ö 'ösä 
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other^s retreating footsteps; and then, noiselessly arifmg 
irom his chair, he approaghed the door of the Chamber, 
at which, with bent-down head, PhiUis watched. With 
a sudden jerk of the handle Linton thyew open thö 
door, and stood before the terrified menial. 

"I was afraid you were ill, Sir. I tkought yoiB 
manner was stränge." 

"Not half 80 Strange as this conduct, Mr. PhBiis," 
Said Linton, slowly, as he folded his arms compoaedly 
on his breast. "Come in." He pointed, as he spoke, 
to the room; but Phillis seemed reluctant to enter, 
and made a gesture of excuse. "Gome in, Sir;" said 
Linton, peremptorilj; and he obeyed. Linton im* 
mediately locked the door, and placed the key upon 
the chimney-piece; then deliberately seating himself foH 
in front of the other, he stared at him long and fixedly. 
"So, Sir," Said he, at length, "you have thought fitto 
become a spy upon my actions. Now, there is but om 
amende you can make for such treachery; which is, to 
confess frankly and openly what it is you want tc 
know, and what small mystery is puzzling your punj 
intelligence, and making your nights sleepless. Tel 
me this candidly, and TU ans wer as freely," 

"I have really nothing to confess, Sir. I was fe« 
ful lest you were unwell. I thought — it was mer 
fancy, perhaps — that you were flurried and peculil 
this moming; and this impression distressed me so, thi 
— that — " 

"That you deemed fit to watch me. Be it so. 

have few secrets from any one — I have none fro: 

my friends. You shall hear, therefore, what — witho 

my knowing it — has made me ap^^eex uaually agitate 

It waa my intention to leave \k\Ä \iQvxafe Xsi-\Qs«x^ 
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Phillis, and in the prepuration for my departxire I was 
arranging mj letters and papers, among which I found 
a veiy considerable quantity that prudence would con- 
Bign to the flames — that is to say, if prudence were 
to be one-sided, and had only regard for the interests 
of one individual where there were two concemed. In 
piain language, Phillis, I was just about to bum the 
mass of docnments which fiU that iron safe, and which 
it were to the honour and credit of Mr. Phillis should 
be rednced to charcoal as speedily as may be, the same 
belog nothing more nor less than the accounts of that 
'honest Steward,* pinned to the real and bona fide bills 
of Mr. CasheFs tradespeople. There are, it is true, 
Strange little discrepancies between the two, doubtless 
eapable of satisfactory explanation, but which, to piain 
Ahking men like myself, are difficult to reconcile; and 
in some one or two instances — a wine merchanfs ac- 
connt, for example, and a saddler's bill — savour some- 
what of that indiscreet procedure people call forgery. 
What a mistake — what an inadvertence, Phillis!" 

There was sometliing of almost coaxing familiarity 
in the way Linton uttered the last words; and Phillis 
grew sick at heart as he listened to them. 

" Jl moment more, an instant later, and I had thrown 
4em into the fire; but your footsteps, as you walked 
away, sounded too purpose-like; you were so palpably 
honest that I began to suspect you. Eh, Phillis, was I 
right?" 

Phillis essayed a smile, but his features only ac- 
complished a ghastly grin. 

"J will keep them, therefore, wTiete ftierj «x^^^ ^^ 
'iaton, ''These Impulses of rasli geueioAx^ «t^^^'t 
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costly pleasiires; and tbere is no such good practi 
economy as to husband one^s confidence.'^ 

**rin sure, sir, I never thought I should have sc 
the day — " 

"Go on, man; don't falter. What day do j 
mean? that on which you had attempted to outwit m 
or, that on which I should show you all the peril 
your attempting it? Ay, and there is peril, Mr. Philli 
a felony whose punishment is transportation for life, 
no small offence/* 

"Oh, Sir! — oh, Mr. Linton! forgive me," cri< 
the other, in the most abject voice. "I always believi 
that my devotion to your interests would claim yo 
protection." 

"I never promised to further anything that w 
base or dishonest," said Linton, with an air of assum 
morality. 

"You opened and read letters that were address 
to another; you spied his actions, and kept watch up 
all his doings; you wrote letters in his name, and 1 
came possessed of every secret of his lifo by treachei 
you — " 

"Don't talk so loud, Phillis; say all you have 
say to w^." 

**0h dear, Sir, forgive me the burst of passion. 
never meant it. My temper carried me away in sj 
of me." And he burst into tears as he spoke. 

"What a dangerous temper, that may at any i 
ment make a felon of its owner! Go, Phillis, the« 
no need of more between us. You know me, I aln 
persuaded myself that I knew you. But if I kn 
SByÜimgj it is this" — liexe \ift «iT^^tö^äYä,^^ «od 1 
Ms band ßolemidj on the ot\i«t'a äioxjXöää — ^^^ 
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rould make hell itself the ponisliment of liini who in* 
ured me, were I even to share it~with him." 

Phillis^s knees smote each other with terror at the 

look that accompanied these words; thej were spoken 

without passiou or vehemence, hat there was that in 

ilieir tone that thrilled to his inmost heart Powerless, 

and overcome hj his emotions, he could not stir from 

the Spot: he wanted'to make explanations and excnses, 

bat all his ingenuitj deserted him; he tried to ntter 

vows of attachment and fidelity, hat shame was too 

strong for him there also. He wonld have resorted to 

menace itself rather than remain silent, hat he had no 

courage for sach a hazardoas coarse. Linton appeared 

to read in tarn each change of mood that passed across 

the other^s mind; and, after waiting as it were to enjoj 

the confasion ander which he saffered, said: 

^^Jast so, Phillis; it is a sad scrape 70a feil intol 
hot when a man hecomes hankrapt, either in fame or 
fortnne, it is hat loss of time to hewail the past; the 
^nser coarse is to Start in hasiness again, and make 
& character hy a good dividend. Try that plan. 
6ood-by!" 

These words were a command; and so Phillis 
^derstood them, as, with a hamble how, he left the 
foom. Linton again locked the door, and drawing the 
table to a part of the room from which no eavesdropper 
Ht the door coald detect it, he once more sat down at 
it His late scene with Phillis had left no traces npon 
bis memory; sach events were too insignificant to claim 
any notice heyond the few minates they occapied; his 
thoaghts were now apon the greater game, where all 
his fortune In life was staked. He tooV. ovA ^'^V«^^ 
rh'ch he sdw&jB wore round his neck^ wdA. ^«äää^'^''***^ 
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the lock: at the same instant the clock on the cliimn< 
piece Struck ten. He sat still, listening to the strok 
and when they ceased, he muttered, "Ay, mayhap a 
enough ere this!" A slight shuddering shook him 
he nttered these words, and a dreamy reverie seen 
to gather around him; but he arose, and Walking to t 
window, opened it The fresh breeze of the nig 
rallied him almost at once, and he closed the sash « 
retumed to his place. 

^*To think that I should hold within my hands tl 
destinies of those whom most of all the world I hate 
muttered he, as he tumed the key and threw back tl 
lid. The box was empty! With a wild ciy, like tl 
accent of intense bodily pain, he sprang up and dashi 
both hands into the vacant space, and then held the 
up before his eyes, like one who could not credit tl 
evidence of his own senses. The moment was a U 
rible one, and for a few seconds the staring eyebal 
and quivering lips seemed to threaten the access of 
fit; but reason at last assumed the mastery, and he a 
down before the table and leaned his head npon it, 
think. Twice before in life had it been his lot to lo 
a whole fortune at one tum of the die, but never l 
fore had he staked all the revengeful feelings of 1 
bad heart, which, baffled in their flow, now came ba< 
npon himself. 

He sat thus for nigh an hour; and when he aro 
at last, his features were worn as though by a loi 
illness; and as he moved his fingers through his ha 
it came away in masses, like that of a man after fer< 
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CHAPTEE XII. 

So, then, we me«t tt luat. — IIaroi.d. 

Ab the rooms began to fill with Company, costi 

in ereiy variely that taste, or absurdity eould de 

nany were surprised that neither was tlicrc a bo 

\nd them welcome, nor was tberc any buly to pei 

tiie accnstomed bonours of reccption. 1'lie natu 

Ae entertainment, to a certain extent, took off fron 

nrkwardness of tbis want. In a masqueradc, p( 

dther go to assume a part, or to be amused by tb 

pnsentation of otbers, and are Icss dcpondcnt oi 

ittontions of tbe master or mistress of tbo bousc 

Att, bowever Struck at first by thc singnlarity of c 

wUhout the presence of tbc givcr, plcasurc, minis 

to by its thousand applianccs, overcamc tbis fe( 

ind few ever tbought more of bim bcneatli wbose 

tbejr were assembled. 

The rooms were splendid in tbeir decoration, li^ 
**<! giomo^'* and omamented witb flowcrs of tbo 
ivrest kind. Tbe music consistcd of a celcbratec 
diestra and a regimontal band, wbo played altcms 
the gaests, several bundred in number, wcrc all ai 
i& fiucy costames, in whicb evory agc and nation i 
Hs type; wbile cbaracters from well-known fi( 
sboQnded, many of tbem admirably sustained, 
dregflied witb a pomp and splendour tbat told tbe w 
trf the wearers. ^ 

It was truly a brilliant scene; brilliant as be 

^ the glitter of gems, and waving of plumes, 

splendour of dress could make it Tbe magic im 

^pleaaure commtmicated by tbo crado. oi \KV\ss\a ■ 

bnüiant glare o£ wax-lights — thc t\iioii^ — ^^ 
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— the very atmosphere, tremulous with sounds of 
seemed to urge on all there to give themselves u 
enjojinent There was a boundless, lavish air, too 
all the arrangements. Servants in gorgeous lire 
served refreshments of the most exquisite kind. Li 
children, dressed as pages, distributed bouquets, bo 
round with lace of Yalenciennes or Brüssels, and o( 
sionally fastened by strings of gamets or pearls. 
jet (Teau of rose-water cooled the air of the consei 
tory, and diffused its delicious freshness through 
atmosphere. There was something princely in the s( 
of the hospitality; and from every tongue words 
praise and wonder dropped at each moment. 

Even Lady Janet, whose enthusiasm seldom i 
above the zero, confessed that it was a magnific 
fete; adding, by way of compensation for her eulo 
"and worthy of better Company." 

Mrs. White was in ecstasies with every thing, e 
to the cherubs in pink ganze wings who handed roi 
sherbet, and whom she pronounced quite "classic 
The Kennyfecks were in the seventh heaven of 
light; afPecting little airs of authority to the serva 
and showing the strangers, by a hundred little devi 
that all the magniiieence around was no new thin| 
the7n, Miss Kennyfeck, as the Queen of Madagas 
was a most beautiful savage; while Olivia appeared 
the fair "Gabrielle" — a sly intimation to Sir Han 
whose dress as Henri IV. won universal admirat 
Then there were the ordinary number of Turks, Ji 
Sailors, Circassians, Greeks, Highland Chiefs, and Ine 
jugglers; "Jim" figuring as a Newmarket "Jock,' 
the unbounded delight and moTvdQnxv&iit of ever^ " S 
ÜB tbe room. 
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If in many quarters the question ran, "Wbere is 
j. Cashel?" or, "Which is he?" Lady Janet had 
Bspatched Sir Andrew, attired as a ^^Moonshee," to 
nd ont Linton for her. "He is certain to know every 
ine here: teil him to come to me at once," said she, 
ittiug down near a doorway to watch the Company. 

While Lady Janet is waiting for him — who, better 
km any other, could explain the mysterious meaning 
of many a veiled figure, unravel the hidden wickedness 
of every chance allusion, or expound the secret malice 
of each calembourg or jest — let us track his wander- 
ings, and follow him as he goes. 

Throwing a large cloak over his brilliant dress, 
Linton made his way by many a by-stair and obscure 
passage to the back of the theatre, by which the secret 
approach led to CasheFs dressing-room. Often as he 
liad trod that way before, never had he done so in the 
Barne state of intense excitement. With the loss of the 
papers, he saw before him not alone the defeat of 
every hope he nurtured, but discovery, shame, and 
roin! He whose whole game in life was to wield power 
OTer others, now saw himself in the grasp of some one, 
to whom he had not the slighest clue. At one moment 
bis snspicions pointed to Cashel himself, then to Tiemay, 
and lastly to Phillis. Possibly rage has no bitterer 
iQoment than that in which an habitual deceiver of • 
others first finds himself in the toils of treachery. There 
Was over his mind, besides, that superstitious terror, 
äiat to unbelieving intellects Stands in place of religion, 
which told him that luck had tumed with him; that 
Fortune, so long favourable, had changed at last; and 
that, in hjs own pbrasBy "the run liad sei m «w<^yQ)SX. 
im,'' Now, a ^Äif-muttered curse ^ou\4 \xv3X«X ^wsi 
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his Ups over the foolhardiness tliat had made bim so dihr 
torj, and not suffered him to reap the harvest whenit 
was ripe; now, a deep-breathed vow, that if fate wero 
propitious once again, no matter bow sbort tbe inteiral, 
he would strike his blow, come what might of it 
Sometimes he blamed himself for having deserted die 
safe and easy road to ruin by play, for the ambitioof 
course he had followed; at other times he inVieig^ 
again st his foUy for not carrying off Mary Leicester be* 
fore Cashel had acquired any intimacy at the cottage. 
Buming and half-maddened with this conflict of regrebi 
and hopes, he touched the spring, moved back the 
panel, and entered Oashers room. 

His first care was to see that the door from the cot- 
ridor was secured on the inside; his next, to close die 
shutters and draw the cnrtains. These done, he liglitei 
the candles on the table, and proceeded to make % 
systematic search thrpugh the entire Chamber. "It * 
my last visit here," said he to himself; "I must take 
care to do my work cleanly." A mass ol papers hil 
been that moming left behind him by Cashel, most <^ 
them legal documents referring to his transactions widi 
Hoare; but some were memoranda of his intentioas re- 
specting Corrigan, and plainly showing that Cashel 
well remembered he had never completed the assigmnent 
to Linton. "If Keane^s band has not faltered,*' mnt- 
tered he, "Master Koland's memory will not be taxed 
in this World at least; but where to discover the deed, 
that is the question." In his anxiety on this head, h€ 
ransacked drawers and cabinets with wild and Airioitf 
liaste, strewing their contents around him, or wantonl] 
Üaowing them on the fixe. ^\\k ioA»^ \l^^% €<(^t ^yer^ 
lock, be opened the most secieX. öie^oÄÄßrvft» — ^r» 
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Lancing at letters which at anj other time he had 
evonred with interest Many were from Lady Kilgofif, 
raming Cashel against him; his own name, seep pass- 
ogly, would arrest his attention for a second, but the 
reightier interest soon intervened, and he would throw 
he papers from him with contempt "How shrewd! 
lOw yery cunning!^' mattered he, once or twice, as his 
jllance canght some suspicion, some assumed eine to 
liis own motives, in her well-known handwriting. 
Baffled hy the unsuccessfiil result of his search, he 
Btood in the midst of the floor, surrounded hj open 
boxes, the contents of which were strewn on every 
side; rage and disappointment were depicted in his 
featores; and, as his clenched band Struck die table, 
iuB whole expression became demoniac. Curses and 
deep blasphemies feil from his half-moving lips, as he 
Btood insensible to everything save the wreck of his 
loQg-cherished hope. 

Let US tum from him to another, in whose fortunes 
Ire are inore interested. Roland Cashel, after parting 
irith Enrique, hastened on towards Tubbermore; his 
Üioughts engaged on every topic save that which might 
k supposed to occupy the mind of a host at such a 
time» Pleasure assuredly held a weaker hold upon 
Um than the thirst for vengeance, and the ardent 
losging to throw off the thraldom of that servitude he 
hid endured too long. 

It was only by observing the long string of 
eaniages, whose lamps flashed and disappeared at 
iotervals among the trees, that he remembered any- 
tUng of the fete^ and bethought him of that character 
of eaterUiDer he^ at tbe moment, &\iOw\ä \iV7^ \^^^sl 
^vrming. There seemed to him a texinSö\^ Vsä«^- 
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sistency between bis own thonghts and that scenc 
pleasure! — between tbe object.in porsnit of which 
many were bastening witb furious speed, and thai 
wbicb bis slower steps were leading bim! 

" Tbere can be but one amende for sucb inflGunoiis e 
duct," muttered be; "be sball pay it witb bis lii 
blood." And as be spoke, be opened tbe docume 
wbicb Enrique bad given bim, and endeavoured to n 
.tbem: tbe dusky sbadows of tbe fast-falling nij 
prevented bim, and be stood for some minutes lost 
tbougbt 

One of tbe papers, be was aware, bore tbe forg 
Signatare of bis name; tbe otber, wbose antique fo 
and massive seal bespoke an importance far great 
be tried again and again to decipber, bat in vain. 
be was tbus occapied, be cbanced to look np, a 
saddenly perceived tbat a stream of ligbt issaed fr 
between tbe sbatters of bis own dressing-room, tbe d( 
of wbicb be bad bimself locked at bis departare, taki 
tbe key along witb bim. Enriqae's words flasl 
across bis memory at once. It was Linton was tbe 
'*At bis old work again," muttered be, in deep ang 
"but it sball be for tbe last time." A moment 
Coming peril was all tbat Gasbel needed to elicit i 
resources of bis cbaracter. Tbe courage tried in mn 
a danger supplied bim witb a calm foresigbt, wh 
tbe ordinary occasion of life rarely or never cal 
fortb. He betbougbt bim tbat it were best at sud 
conjuneture to deposit tbe sealed document in so 
place of safety ere be went fortb upon an enterpi 
tbe result of wbicb must be doubtful: for all porpo 
of conirontmg Linton, i\. "v^etek «Q5^\Kafc ia take 
Ajged deed along vi\\h \mÄ, TVa^^ ^^^^ ^\iö»s 
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rmed as rapidly as they occurred, and acted upon no 
fis speedily; fpr, folding up the parchment, he in* 
axted it into a cleffc in an aged elm-tree, noting well 
[le spot, and marking all the signs by which he woold 
)e able to retum to it. His next thought was, how 
reach his Chamber: to enter the house at such a time 
mdiscovered, was of course out of the question; he 
irould be seen and recognised at once, and then tiiere 
would be an end for ever of all the secrecy by which 
be hoped to cover the proceedings with Linton. 

It neither suited his inclinations, nor his plans, that 
the World should be a party to his vengeance. "Let 
them discover it when it is over," said he, "but let 
them not be able to interfere with its course.^^ All 
approach to his dressing-room through the house being 
thns impracticable , nothing remained but to reach it 
from without. The Chamber was in the second story 
of the building, at a great height from the ground; 
but the wall& were here covered with thick ivy of 
aneient growth, and by this Cashel resolved to make 
the attempt 

The act was not devoid of danger; but there are 
times when peril is a relief to the mad conflict of 
thought, and this was such a moment to Cashel. In 
«n instant he made himself ready for the attempt, and 
vith an activity that many a danger had tested, began 
the ascent There are occasions when rashness is 
safety, and now, the headlong intrepidity of Roland's 
attempt proved its security; for at each step, as the 
ivy gave way beneath his grasp or his footing, by an 
npward spring he reached anotlier 8"pot^ ^\l\^ yol\\& 
tm broke with bis weight: every VnstÄoX. \5qä ÖÄSi'^^t 
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increased, for the frail tendrils grew weaker aa Im 
ascended, and beneath him the jagged and droopin^ 
branches hung down in ruinous disorder. Bj one boU 
spring be reached the window-sill, and afiter a m» 
mentary stmggle, in wbicb bis atbletic firame saved ]m 
from certain deatb, be gained a footing upon tbe stona, 
and was able to see wbat was passing within tbe roon. 

At a table covered witb papers and open leiten 
Linton sat, searcbing witb eager baste for tbe miflsing 
documents; open boxes and presses on every side, rifled 
of tbeir Contents, were seen, some of wbicb lay in difr 
ordered masses upon tbe floor — some in cbarred heapa 
witbin tbe fender. As tbe ligbt feil upon bis featnres, 
Gasbel remarked tbat tbey were lividly pale — tiw 
very lips were colourless; bis bands, too, trembleJ 
violently as tbey moved among tbe papers, and hii 
moutb continued to be moved by sbort convulsiv« 
twitcbes. To Eoland tbese signs of suffering conveyeJ 
a perfect ecstasy of pleasure. Tbat careworn, baggard 
face — tbat tremulous cbeek and lustreless eye, wert 
already an instalment of bis vengeance. 

There was one box wbicb contained many ol 
CasbeVs early letters, wben be was foUowing tbe wild 
buccaneering life of tbe West; and tbis, secured by i 
lock of peculiar construction, Linton bad never succeeded 
in opening. It stood before bim, as witb a laajb effoii 
be tried every art upon it. Tbe binges alone seeme^ 
to offer a prospect of success, and be was now endeavoor 
ing to remove tbe fastenings of tbese. Witb more o 
force tban skill, for defeat bad rendered bim impatieiil 
Linton bad already loosened tbe lid, wben Casbel bun 
open tbe Bosh witb one vigoiou^a Wqn7 ^ ^\A \s)».'<^«(l inti 
ibe room. 
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The terrible crash of the shattered window made 
Aton spring round; and there he stood, confrouted 
ith the other — each, motionless and silent In 
ashel's steady, manly form there was a verj world of 
idignant contempt; and Linton met the gazo with a 
K)k of deadly hatred. All the dissimulation by which 
e could Cover over a treaehery was at an end; his 
eceit w^s no longer of use, and he stood forth in the 
ull conrage of his scoundrelism — bold, steady, and 
ssored. 

"This admits of no excnse — no palliation," said 
üashel, as he pointed to the open letters and papers 
rhich coyered the floor; and although the words were 
ittered calmly, they were more disconcerting than if 
;iyen with passionate vel^ßmence. 

"I never thought of any," replied Linton, col- 
ectedly. 

"So mach the better, Sir. It seems to me, firank- 
less is the only reparation you can make for past 
nfemy!" 

''It may be the only one you will be disposed to 
uk for,*^ said Linton, sneeringly. 

Cashel grew fiery red. To taunt him with want of 
»urage was something so unexpected — for which he 
m so totally unprepared — Üiai he lost his self-pos- 
ittBion, and in a passionate tone exclaimed: 

"Is it you who dare to say this to tne? — you, 
rhose infamy has need but to be published abroad, to 
ttke every one who calls himself * Gentleman* shun 
'our very contact!" 

"This punctilious reverence for honour does infinite 
redit to jrour Buccaneer education," aa\9L\iVCÄö\i^'^V^ÄÄ 
w ßparkled with malignant de\ig\ü. ^1 ^^ «ci^grj 
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passion he had sncceeded in eyoking. "The fnendsbr 
of escaped felons must have a wondrous influence npoi 
refinement." 

"Enough, Sir!" cried Cashel. "How came yw 
into the room, since the key of it is in my pocket?" 

"Were I to inform you," said Linton, "you wonÜ 
acknowledge it was hy a much more legitimate moA 
than that by which you effected your entrance." 

"You shall decide which is the pleasanter, thenl* 
cried Cashel, as he tore open the window, and adyanoec 
in a menacing manner towards the other. 

"Take care, Cashel," said Linton, in a low 
deliberate voice; "I am armedl" 

And while he spoke, ha placed one hand withn 
the breast of his coat, and held it thefe. Quick as w« 
the motion, it was üot sudden enough to escape th 
flashing eye of Eoland, who sprang upon him, ani 
seized his wrist with a grasp that nearly jammed thi 
bones together. 

"Provoke me a little further," cried he, "and, b] 
Heaven! 111 not give you the choice or chanoe a 
safety, but hurl you from that window as I would flw 
meanest housebreaker." 

"Let me free — let me loose, Sir," said Linton, ii 
a low, weak voice, which passion, not fear, had redoeei 
to a mere whisper. "You shall have the satis&ctio] 
you aim at, when, and how, you please.*' 

"By daylight to-morrow, at the boat-qnay hHÜ 
the lake.'' 

"Agreed. There is no need of witnesses — w» 
understand each other." 

"JBe it so. Be tme to -yoxÄ ^Qt^> «sÄ^iissiÄ^ 
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ear frotii me the reasons of oor meeting, nor what has 
ccurred here this night'^ 

^'I care not if all the world knew it/^ said Linton, 
üBolentlj-*, "I came in quest of a lost document — one, 
^bich I had my reasons to suspect had fallen into your 
poBsession." 

"And of whose forgerj I have the proofs," said 
Cashel, as opening the deed, he held it up before 
Lmton's eyes. "Dou you see that?" 

"And jdo you know, Cashel," cried Linton, assu- 
ming a voice of slow and most deliberate utterance, ^'that 
your own title to this property is as valueless and as 
worthless as that document you hold there? Do you 
know that thei^ is in existence a paper which, produced 
in an open court of justice, would reduce you to 
beg^ary, and stamp you, besides, as an impostor? It 
may be that you are well aware of that fact; and that 
the same means by which you have possessed yourself 
of what was mine, has delivered into your hands this 
valuable paper. But the subtlety is thrown away; / 
am cognisant of its existence; / have even shown it 
to another; and on me it depends whether you live 
liere as a master, or walk forth in all the exposure of 
a cheat." 

The nature of this announcement, its possible truth, 
idded to the consummate effrontery of him who made 
it, contributed to render Cashel silent, for he was 
aetaally stunned by what he heard. Linton saw the 
cffect, but mistook its Import. He belieyed that some 
tbonght of a compromise was passing through a mind 
where vengeance alone predominated; and in this error 
he drew nearer to bim, and in a voice ot eocJV «lA ^^aNss^ 
^enuasion added: 

^iand Cashei, ///, Vi. 
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"That you coul^ pilot the course through all 
difficulties, no one knows better than yourself 
impossible. There is but one living able to do s< 
/ am tl^at one/^ 

Gashel started back, and Linton went on: 

*' There is no question of friendship betwe 
h^e. It is a matter of pure interest and mutua 
venience thaf binds us. Agree to my terms, an 
are still the owner of the estate; reject them, an 
are as poor as poverty and exposure can make ; 

"Scoundrel!" said Gashel. It was all that he 
utter: the fulness of his passion had nearly chokei 
as taking a heavy riding-glove from the table, he 
Linton with it across the face. ''If there be any 
hood in "such a wretch, let this provoke it!" 

Linton's band grasped the weapon he carried 
his coat, but with a quick, short stroke Gashel 
down his arm, and it feil powerless to his side. 

"You shall pay dearly for this — dearlj 
Heavenl" cried Linton, as he retired towards the 

"Go, Sir,*' said Gashel, flinging it wide open, 
go quickly, or I may do that I should be sorry i 

"You have done that you will be sorry for 
costs me my life's blood to buy it." And with 
words, delivered in a voice guttural from rage, ] 
disappeared, and Gashel stood alone in the cei 
the room, overwhelmed by the terrible con^c); 
passions. 

The room littered with papers — the open 
scattered on every side — his own hands cii 
bleeding from the broken glass of the window 
dress Uym from the recexxt ex.ettio\s. — w^re evi< 
of the past; and it seemeöi aa Xkoxx^^ ^^iöass* 
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)roo&, he could not credit hiB memoiy, aa to events 40 
itrange and stuiming. 

To restore something like order to his Chamber, as 
i means of avoiding the rumours that would be circu- 
ated by servants; to write some letters — the last, 
)erhaps, he shoiild ever indite; to dress and appear 
unong his Company; to send for some one with whom 
le might confer as to his affairs — such were the im- 
mlses that altematelj swayed him, and to which he 
delded by tums; now, seating himself at his table; 
low, hastening hither and thither, tossing oyer the 
Bodey livery of distastefiil pleasore, or handling, with 
he rapture of revenge, the weapons by which he hoped 
vnreak his vengeance. The only fear that dwelt 
ipon his mind was, lest Linton should esoape him — 
est, by any acciflent, this, which now appeared the 
;reat business of his life, shouM go unacquitted. Some» 
imes he reproached himself for haying postponed the 
lOQr of vengeance, not knowing what chances might 
atervene, what accidents Interrupt the course of his 
wwn revenge. Fortune, wealth, Station, love itself 
Ad no hold upon him; it was that mad frame of mind 
^here oae sole thought predominates, and, in its 
lastery, makes all eise subordinate. Would Linton 
e true to the rendezvous? — Could such a man be a 
ward? — Would he oompass the vengeance he had 
ire^tened by other means? were questions that con- 
iantly occurred to his mind. 

If the sounds of music and the clangour of festivity 
id break in upon this mood from time to time, it was 
at to convey some indistinct and shadowy impresston 
P the mconjsdstency hetween his ßaÄ \KOOÖrai^ «dÄl ^^ 
we by which be was surrounded — "\i^\w^RSö. *öq^ 
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terrible conflict within him, and the wild gaiety of 
those who wasted no thought upon him. 

CHAPTER Xm. 

Amid their feasting and their joy 
A cry of "BIoodT' was heard. 

It was past midnigbt, and the scene within ihe 
walls of Tubbermore was one of the most brüliant 
festivity. All that could fascinate by beauty — il . 
that could dazzle by splendoor, or amuse by fancy, (ur : 
enliven by wit, were there, stimulated by that atmo- J 
sphere of pleasure in which they moved. Loyelineii 
elevated by costume — grace rendered more attraetire 
by the licensed freedom of the hour — gaiety exaUed , 
into exuberant joyousness by the Impulse of a thousanl \ 
high-beating hearts — passed and repassed, and mingled ' 
together, tili they formed that brilliant assemblag« ^ 
wherein individuality is lost, and the memory canitf 
away nothing but dreamy images of enjoyment, visioitf \ 
of liquid eyes and silky tresses, of fair rounded amtf \ 
and fairy feet, with stray syllables that linger on tb® j 
ear and vibrate in the heart for many a long year to ^ 
come. 

It would have been difficult to imagine that on^i 
even one, amid that gorgeous throng, had any othtf \ 
thought than pleasure, so headlong seemed the impnbo 
of enjoyment. In vain the moralist might have searchei 
for any trace of that care which is believed to be the 
onceasing bürden of humanity. Even npon those who 
Bustained no portion of the brilliancy aronnd theo, 
pleasure had set its seal. Lady Janfit herself wondered, 
Mid admired, and stared m an ^e«\As>^ ^^ \^Sfik^ib& 
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id neither credit nor comprehend. It was tnie, 
iton's absence — "unaccountable/' as she called it 
was a sad drawback upon her enjojrment Yet her 
1 shrewdness enabled her to penetrate many a mys- 
^ and detect beneath the dosky folds of more than 

domino those who a few moments previoas had 
)la7ed themselves in all the splendour of a gorgeous 
xime. 

In vain did Lord Charles Frobisher coyer his Tartar 
» with a Laplander's cloak and hood, to follow Miss 
)k nnnoticed. In vain did Upton abandon his 
üty as Henri lY. for a Dominican's cowl, the better 
approach a certain fair nun with dark blue eyes: 
y Janet whispered, "Take care, Olivia," as she 
;ed her. Even Mrs. Leicester White, admirably 
xiised as a Gipsy Fortune-teller, did not dare to 
^ulate upon Lady Janefs "future" — possibly, out 
'ear of her "present." Mr. Howle alone escaped 
iction, as, dressed to represent the Obelisk of the 
iqsor/' he stood immovable in the middle of the 
n, listening to everybody, and never supposed to 
mything but an inanimate omament of the saloon. 
It was only when a minuet was about to be formed, 
a question arose as to whether the obelisk could 
be removed, that the Egyptian monument was seen 
r\y sidling off amidst the Company, to the great 
sement of all who had not opened their confidences 
3ath its shadow. For an instant, the laughter that 
ilated in many a distant group was directed to this 
rter, and bursts of merriment were excited by the 
irdity of the incident. With that mysterious insdnct 
whicli moods o£ joy er grief are "gctT^^^»»XftÄL ^s^""^ 

to heart, tiU eaeh in a ciON^öiei ^^^^^ÄS.^ ^'^ 
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moTBd as is bis neiglibotLr, the whole room shook wiäi 
convulsive laughter. It was just then — at the tery 
moment when botmdless pleasure filledevery avenne 
of feeling — a temble cry, sbrill and piercing, bortt 
npon the air. All was still — still as a lone chctfdi 
at midnight Each gazed npon the other, as if silenüy 
asking, bad he heard the sound? Again it toin^ 
louder and nearer; and then a long, loud, swellingchflDt 
rang out, wild and fi:antic as it rose, tili it died away 
in a cadence of the very saddest and dreatiest meaning. 

"What is it? — What can it be?" were uttered hj 
many in broken voices; while others, too much terrifled 
to speak, sank half fainting upon their seats, tiieir 
colourless cheeks and livid Ups in terrible contrast to 
theit gay attire. 

'^Tterel — listen to it again! — Good Heavenl 
what can it be?" 

"It's a death *keen!' " said a country gentleman, » 
magistrate named Goring; ^'something must have bap- 
pened among the people!^* 

And now, none knew from what quarter ansinge o 
by whom spoken, but the dreadful word "Mürdb» 
was heard through the room. Many issued forth ^ 
ask for tidings^ some, stayed to assure and rally i) 
drooping courage of others; some, again, divested 
the "motley," moved hurriedly about, seeking for tfc 
one or that All was terror, confusion, and dismay. 

"Oh, here is Mr. Linton!" cried several, as, wi 
bis domino on bis arm, pale, and like one terror-stnic 
be entered the room. "What is't, Mr. Linton? Do y< 
kaaw what Jhas happened?^^ 

"Ööt Mra. Kennyf eck aad Üi^ ^\^ «:^^1 ;' "^^ 
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)ered he to a friend, hurriedlj; "teil them sometliing 
- anything — but take them from this." 

^^What!" exclaipied Meek, to whom Lioton had 
rhispered something, bat in a voice too low to be 
[early audible. 

"Kennyfeck is murdered!" said Linton, louder. 

As if the terrible tidings had floated on the air, in 
Q instant it was on eveiy tongue, and vibrating in 
reiy ear; and then, in heart-rending screams of passion- 
» grief, the cry of the widow and her children bnrst 
)rth, cry foUowing cry in wild succession. Seized with 
1 hysteric paroxysm, Mrs. Kennyfeck was carried to 
erroom; while of her daughters, the eider sat mute, 
)eechless, and, to all seeming, insensible; the younger, 
rnggling in convulsive passion to go to her father. 

What a scene was that! How dreadful to mark 
le Symbols of levity — the decorations by which 
leasnre would mock the stem realities of Life — 
irrounded as they now were by suffering and sorrow! 
' see the groups as they stood; some ministering to 
le who had fainted, others conversing in low and 
iger whispers. The joyous smiles, the bright glances, 
ere gone, as though they had been but masks assumed 
; will; tears furrowed their Channels through the deep 
'Uge, and convulsive sobs broke from beneath corsets 
here joy alone had vibrated before. While in the 
ill-room the scene was one of terror and dismay, a 
w had withdrawn into a small apartment adjoiuing 
e garden, to consult upon what the emergency might ' 
quire. These were drawn together by Linton, and 
cluded Sir Andrew MacFarline, the Chief Justice, 
aek, and a few others of lesser note. In ^ ^^^ ^ot^^ 
Jton informed them that lie heari i\ift MAm^^ ^ ^"^ 
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passed through the hall ; — that a peasant, taking the 
mountain path to Scariff, had come upon the spot 
where the murder was committed, and found the bodj 
still warm, but lifeless; — ^^he also found this weapon, 
the bore of which was dirtj from a recent discharge u 
he took it up." 

"Why, this pistol is Mr. Cashers!" exclaimed 
Sir Andrew, examining the stock closely; "I know 
it perfectly — I have fired with it myself a hnndred 
times." 

"Impossible, my dear Sir Andrew!" cried Linton, 
eagerly. "You must be mistaken." 

"Where is Mr. Cashel?' asked the Chief Justice. 

"No one seems to know," replied Linton. "At i 
very early hour this moming he left this in companj 
with poor Kennyfeck. It would appear that they wäre 
not on the best of terms together; at least, some of the 
servants overheard angry words pass between them » 
they drove away." 

"Let US call these people before us," said Sii 
Andrew. 

"Not at present, Sir. It would be premature aol 
indiscreet," interposed the Judge. Then, tuming "^ 
Linton, he added, "Well, Sir, and after that?" 

"After that we have no tidings of either of them.'' 

"ril swear to the pistol, anyhow," said Sir Andr^"^' 
who sat staring at the weapon, and tuming it about ^^ 
every direction. 

"Of what nature were the differences betwe ^^^ 
Cashel and Kennyfeck supposed to be?"' asked Me^^^ 
of Linton. 

"It is impossible to collect^ from the few and brok^^^ 
sentencea which have been Tei|^OT\ÄÖi\ ^q^"sS^^ ^k^i^as^^^ 
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on on Cashers part at the difficulty of obtaining 
ey; possibly, some misunderstanding about bis in- 
ioQS regarding one of tbe girls, wbom the Kenny- 
B were silly enougb to suppose be was going to 
ty." 

A. sligbt tap at tbe door bere arrested tbeir atten- 
It was Mr. Phillis, wbo came to say tbat foot- 
s bad been beard in Mr. CasbeFs dressing-room, 
)ügb it was well known be bimself bad not re- 
ed. 

'Migbt be not bave retumed and entered bis room 
en, Sir?" said tbe Cbief Justice, wbo cast a sbrewd 
Piercing look upon tbe valet. 
*8carcely, my Lord, since be is known to every 
ant in tbe bouse, and people are passing and re- 
ing in every direction." 

'But tbere is every reason to believe tbat be bas 
retumed at all," interposed Linton. "It is some 
eise bas been beard in bis dressing-room." 
'Would it not be as well to despatcb messengers 
»rumcoologan," said Meek, "and assure ourselves 
asbeVs safety? TJp to tbis we are ignorant if be 
j not sbared tbe fate of poor Kennyfeck." 
'Tbe very Suggestion I was about to make. Fll 
Pbillis along witb me, and set out tbis instant," 
. Linton. 

'We sball miss your assistance greatly bere, Sir," 
tbe Cbief Justice. 

'Your Lordsbip overvalues my poor ability; but I 
basten to tbe utmost, and be soon back again." 
tbus saying, be left tbe room, followed by Pbillis. 
' Tbere mnst he an inquest at ouce,^^ ä«^3l ^«^ ^üt^s^ 
?e. ^^Tbe Cori>ner bas power to e^amiXÄ V\^\3fi»SÄÄ 
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on oath ; and it seems to me that some eine to the affi 
will present itself." 

"As to tliis room, don t you think it were proper 
inquire if any one be really within it?" asked Metok. 

"Yes; we will proceed thither together," repDedil 
Judge. 

"I canna be mi staken in the pistol; m swear i 
that," chimed in Sir Andrew, whose whole thongh 
were centred on that object. 

"Well, Mr. Goring," said Meek, as that gendema 
advanced to meet them in the corridor, "have you ol 
tained any clue to this sad affairV" 

The magistrate drew near, and whispered a fö 
words in the other's ear. Meek stai-ted, and graspe 
the speaker's arm convulsively ; then, after a pÄU» 
said, "Teil the Chief Justice." Mr. Goring approachei 
and said something in a low voice to the Judge. 

"Be cautious, Sir; take care to whom you mentio 
these circumstances, lest they be bruited about befox 
we can examine into them,' said the Chief Justice 
then retiring into a window with Sir Andrew and Meel 
he continued: "This gentleman has just informed ffl 
that the impress of a boot with a high heel has bee 
discovered near the spot where the murder was coa 
mitted; which boot exactly tallies with that wom b 
Mr. Cashel." 

"The pistol is his; 111 tak' my oath on that," nm 
tered Sir Andrew. 

"Here's PhilHs Coming back," said Meek. "Wh(M 
the matter, Phillis?" 

"Mr. Linton sent me back, Sir, to say that the ft 
wbicb coverei the wall on \\i^ ^«äV ^^A ^1 x^ä \iLQu 
ias been iorn mown , aud seema \.o SaSet ^J^aX ^wsä 
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niBt hftye cliihbed up it, to reach my master^s dressing- 
oom." 

"This u a very important circumstance," said the 
Oliief Justice. "Let ns examine the room at once/* 
And so saying, he led the way towards it 

Not a Word was spoken as the pvty passed along 
tihe corridor and aseended the stairs; each feared, even 
\fj a syllable , to betray the terrible suspicions that 
were haunting his mind. It was a solemn moment; 
and so their looks and gestures bespoke it. The house 
itself had suddenly become silent; scarce a sonnd ^as 
heard within that yast bnilding, which so late had rung 
with revelry and joy. A distant door would clap, or 
a tüntly-heard shriek from some one still saffering from 
the recent shock; but all eise was hushed and still. 

"That is the room," said Meek, pointing to a door, 
beneath which, although it was now daybreak, a stream 
of light issued; and, slight as the circumstance was, 
&e looks exchanged among the party seemed to give 
H a significance. 

The Chief Justice advanced and tapped at the door. 
Immediately a voice was heard from within that all re- 
cognised as CasheFs, asking, 

"Who^s there?" 

"We want you, Mr. Cashel," said the Judge, in an 
aceent which all the instincts of his habit had not 
wndered free from a slight tremor. 

The door was immediately thrown wide, and Roland 
Btood before them. He had not changed his dress since 
liis arrival, and his tom sleeve and blood-stained trousers 
at once caught every eye that was fixed upon him, The 
&order, too, was not conünei to bis O'wnW^'g^^^^^V 
w room itaelf was Jittered with pap^iÄ «öä^ \^\Xs5ä^ 
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with clotbes strewn carelessly in every direction; and 
conspicuously amid all, an open pistol-case was seen, 
from which one of the weapons was missing. A maa 
of charred paper laj within the fender, and a great heap 
of paper laj, as it were ready for buming, beside tfae 
hearth. There was füll time for those who stood there 
to notice all these particulars, since neither spoke, Imt 
eacb gazed on the other in terrible uncertainty. CaaM 
was the first to break the silence. , 

** Well, Sirs," said he, in a voice that on\j an effoit 
made calm, "are my friends so very impatient at mf 
absence that they come to seek me in my dressiii;' 
room?" 

"The dreadful event that has just occurred, 8ir," 
said the Judge, "makes apology for onr intmsion nft- 
necessary. We are here from duty, Mr. Gashel, not ia- 
clination, still less caprice/^ 

The solemnity of manner in which he sppke, ani 
the grave faces around him on every side, seemed ID 
apprise Eoland that bad tidings awaited him, and ht 
looked eagcrly to each for an explanation. At lengdi) 
as none spoke, he said: 

"Will no one vouchsafe to put an end to this myt' 
tification? What, I pray, is Ulis event that has hap- 
pened?" 

"Mr. Kennyfeck has been murdered;," said 4« 
Judge. 

Roland staggered backwards, and grasped a ch«r 
for Support. "When? — How? — Where?" said he, 
in a low voice, every accent of which trembled. 

"All as yet is ludden in mystery, Sir. We know 

notbing beyond the fac-t \)tva.\. \Aa ^^käÄl \i<5k^ ^^ dia; 

covered in the Gap o£ Eitro^moT^, «sä. '^^\. %. ^ 
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had penetrated his brain." Sir Andrew grasped 
reapon more tightly as these words were uttered. * 
You left this in his companj, Mr. Cashel?^ asked 

lg- 

Yes; we set out at dajbreak for Dromcoologan, 

3 an affair of bnsiness required our presence. We 

the whole of the daj together, and as evening 

nigh, and our bnsiness had not been completed, 

)lyed to hasten back here, leaving him to follow 

ever he could." 

You have been on the best terms together, I be- 

?" Said Groring. 

Stay — I cannot permit this,*' interposed the Chief 

ce, authoritatively. ^'There must be nothing done 

which is not strictly honourable as well as legal. 

right that Mr. Cashel should understand that when 

rent of this nature has occurred, no one, however 

his Station, or unblemished his fame, can claim 

iption from that scrutinj which the course of justice 

knds; and the persons latest in the companj of the 

ised are more peculiarly those exposed to such 

by. I would, therefore, caution him against an* 

Ing any questions here, which msj be prejudicial 

ifter.'' 

Do I imderstand you aright, my Lord?" said 

el, whose whole frame trembled with agitation as 

poke. '*Do your words imply that I stand here 

e light of 9, suspected party?" 

'I mean to say, Sir," replied the Judge, "that so 

as doubt and obscurity veil the history of a crime, 

accusation hangs over the Community at large 

ig whom it was enacted; and that tiioB^ "wVo ^«tÄ 

een in tbe presence of the victim, Iläv^ ^'ö ^^«XärX. 
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Obligation to disconnect themeelves with thA s 
evei^t." 

''But you stopped me while about to do ao," cri 
Koland, angrily. 

^'I cautioned you, rather, against any diselosni 
wbich, whatever your iniiocence, might augment nifi] 
cion against you," sqid tbe Judge, mildly. 

^' These distinctions are too subtle for me, myLoi 
The insult of sucb an accusation ought to be enoug 
without the aggravation of chicanery." Then, iumii 
to Meek, Koland went on — " You, at least, are abo^ 
this meanness, and will listen to me patiently. Lo< 
bere." He took a sbeet of paper as be spoke, ai 
proceeded with a pen to mark out the direction of Ü 
two roads, from Drumcoologan to Tubbermore. "He 
Stands the village; the road by whicb we travelled 
the morning takes this line, skirting the base of tl 
mountain towards the north: the path by 'whick I z 
tumed follows a shorter course, and ailer crosaing 
little riyulet here, comes out at Ennismore, somewbe 
about this point." 

Just as Roland's description ' reached thus £ur, 
large drop of blood oozed from bis wounded band, si 
feil heavily upon the paper. There seemed sometya 
so terribly significant in its falling exactly on the ve 
spot wbere the murdered body was found, that ea 
looked at the other in anxious dread; and then, as 
with a common Impulse, every eye was bent on Caah 
who, heart-sick with indignant ang^r, stood unable 
utter a word. 

*'I pray you, Sir, do not misconstrue my advio 

Said the Judge, mil^ly^ "nox to^^ut «^ c^xitiael intend 

Ar j^our good. Every ex^\aa»*aati ^qksl \fi«^ ^ 
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sreafter, will be serviceable to your case; eveiy det^l 
yvL enter into, now, necessarily vague, and unsupported 
i it must be by other testimony, will only be injurious 
) you." 

Cashel seated himself in a cbair, and crossing bis 
rms, seemed to be lost in thought; tben, suddenly 
tarting to bis feet, be cried, 

'^Is all this a deep-laid scbeme against my bonoor 
ad my life, or do you, indeed, desire to trace tbis 
irime to its author? If so, let us mount our borses 
ind scour tbe country; let us searcb every cabin*, let 
M txy if some discovery of a weapon — " 

*'Ecb, Sirs, we bae tbe weapon I" said Sir Andrew, 
dth a sardonic grin; ^'an' its muckle like to its britber 
jfonder," pointing to tbe open pistol-case. 

Eoland turned suddenly, and now for tbe first time 
perceived tbat one of bis pistols was missing from tbe 
case. Up to tbis moment bis anger at tbe suspicions 
directed towards bim were mingled with a degree of 
Mutemptuous disregard of tbem; but now, suddenly, a 
terrible fear sbot tbrougb bis beart tbat be was in tbe 
meshes of some deep-laid scbeme for bis ruin; and bis 
Omd ran over in eager baste every circumstance tbat 
Beemed to point towards guilt. His presence witb 
Kennyfeck on tbe mountain — bis departure from 
Dramcoologan alone — bis unexplained reappearance 
in his own cbamber, disordered and littered as it stood 
•* bis torn dress — bis bleeding fingers — and lastly, 
the missing pistol — arose in terrible array before bim; 
uid, witb a beart-sick sigh, be laid bis forebead on tbe 
table, and never uttered a word. 

It was at tbis juncture tbat a groom^ %^\dj^^ «sA. 
'i^Ued ^om a bard ride^ placed a smaXi^AX. qI Wv^«^ 
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paper in Mr. Goring's band. It was written with pem 
and ran thus: 



" Gap of Enniamore. 

"Deab G., 
"It looks badly; but I fear you bave no otii 
course tban to arrest bim. In fact, it is too late f 
anytbing eise. Consult Malone and Meek. 

'"Yonrs, in great baste, 

"T. LiNTON." 

Goring banded tbe note to tbe Cbief Justice, wh( 
baving read it, passed it on to Meek. A nod from th 
latter, as be refolded tbe paper, seemed to accord coi 
currence witb tbe counsel. 

"Would it not be better to defer tbis tili after th 
inq^uest?" be wbispered. 

"Are ye certain o' findin' bim wben ye want bim? 
drily remarked Sir Andrew. 

Tbe Cbief Justice conferred for a few seconds wit 
Meek apart, and tben approacbing Casbel, addresse 
bim in a tone inaudible to all but bimself : 

"It would be excessively painful to us, Mr. Bolaa 
Casbel, to do anytbing wbicb sbould subject yon 1 
vulgär remark or impertinent commentary; and a 
until some furtber ligbt be tbrown upon tMs sad cat 
stropbe, your detention is absolutely necessary, may 
ask tbat you will submit to tbis rigour, without coi 
pelling US to any measures to enforce it." 

"Am I a prisoner, my Lord?" asked Roland, gro^ 
ing liyidly pale as be spoke. 

^^Not precisely, Six. ISo ^«rt^TA. ^ää been issu« 
agahkBt jrouj but as it is Taa^Vi^«»^'^ i«t -^wä ^^vs& 
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» disprove any suspicions that may attach to you 
i tliis unhappy affair, I hope you will see the pro- 
riety of remaining where you are until they be en- 
irely removed." 

Eoland bowed coldly, and said, 

"May I ask to be left alone?" 

"Of course» Sir; we have neither the right nor the 
mclination to obtrude ourselves upon you. I ought to 
mention, perhaps, that if you desire to confer with any 
friend — " 

"Friend!'' echoed Cashel, in bitter derision; "such 
friends as I have seen around my table make the selec- 
tion difficiilt." 

"I used the phrase somewhat technically, Sir, as 
referring to a legal ad viser," said the Judge, hastily. 

"I thank you, my Lord," replied Eoland, haughtily. 
"I am a piain man, and am well aware that in your 
trade truth is no match for falsehood." He walked to 
the Window as he spoke, and by his gesture seemed to 
äecline further colloquy. 

The Chief Justice moved slowly away, foUowed 
V the others; Meek withdrawing last of all, and 
seeming to hesitate whether he should not say some- 
tluQg as he went. At last he tumed and said: 

"I sincerely trust, Mr. Cashel, that you will not 
connect me witli this most painful suspicion; your own 
good sense will show you how common minds may be 
affected by a number of concurring circumstances; and 
W, in fact, ti:uth may require the aid of ingenuity to 
wconcile and explain them." 

"I am not certain that I understand your meaning, 
8ir/' said Cashel, sternly; "but vAien ^ tsnixs^^'^ ^1 
'»acmring circnmstances' seemed to ipo\tL\. ovÄ 'öqsää 
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with wbom I assodated a$ blacklegs, parasitc», wd 
calunuüators, I gave them the beneüt of 9k doubt, luid 
belieyed tbem to be gentlemen; I almoet expected tbey 
might return the favour when occasion offey^d,'' 

For a second or two Meek seenaed aa if timi 
to reply; but he moved noiseleesly away at la^t and 
closed the door, leaving Koland alone with bis ows 
distracted thoughts. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

Are there not proofs enongh? 

Or can the stubborn mind reject all truth 

And ding to fallacy ? 

The Will. 

What a change did Tubbermore present to ita 
aspect of the day before! All the emblems of joy 
and festivity, all the motley of pleasure, all the 
troops of guests hastening onward in glowing eageme88 
and anticipation, were gone; and in their stead a iiesfj 
and mysterious silence brooded over the place, intöT- 
rupted at intervals by the bustle of some departure. 
For thus, without one word of sympathy, without evea 
a passing good-by, Roland's "friends" hun*ied away, 
as if flying from the very memories of the spot. 

It was a dreary winter's day; the dark Uaden 
clouds that flitted past, and the long sighing windi 
seemed to add their sad influence to the melancholy. 
The house itself already appeared to feel its altered (ot- 
tanes. Most of the Windows were closed and shuttered; 
the decorations of rare plants and shruba and lamps 
were removed; instead of the movement of Uveried se^ 
Tants to and fro, iU-fayoured «nd coac^o-clad men, tha 
uüderlinga ofihe law, cxe^jt Ä\.^a\ÄÄ.^ ^iJwyo^^ \v^>^ssi&9 
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:h circamstanee of ihe l^calitj, and eonferring to- 
kher in mystarions wbispers. Mounted metsengers, 
)y eame and went wkk a haste tbat boded urgeney; 
d post-borses were eacb moment arriving to carry 
'9,j tbose Trbose impatience to leave was manifeated 

a bundred ways. Had tbe air of tbe place been 
feeted witb some pestilaitial malady, tbeir eager- 
SS conld Bcaree bare been^ greater. All tbe fretfol 
itability of selfbsbness, all tbe peevisb discontent of 
ity natures, exbibited tbemselves witbout sbame; and 
vious expressions towards tbose fortunate enoogb to 
^t away first/^ and petulant complaints over tbeir 
m delay, were bandied on eyery side. 

A great table was laid for breakfast in tbe dining- 
)iEi, as usual All tbe luxuriös and elegances tbat 
leed tbe board on former occasions were there, bat 
%w only took tbeir places. Of tbese, Frobisber and 
ne military men were tbe cbief. Tbey, indeed, 
)wed comparatiyely little of tbat anxiety to be gone 
marked in tbe otbers. Tbe monotony of tbe barrack 
i tbe parade was not attractive, and tbey lingered 
e men wbo, bowever little tbey bad of pleasure 
re, bad even less of inducement to betake ihna eise* 
lere. 

Meek bad been tbe first to make bis escape, by 
dng tbe post-borses intended for anotber^ and al- 
Ay was many miles on bis way towards Dablin. 
le Cbief Justice and bis family were tbe next. From 
) bour of tbe fatal erent, Mrs. Malone bad assumed 
odieial solemnity of demeanour tbat produced a great 
pression upon tbe bebolders, and seemed to convey, 

a kind of reßected light, tbe o\d 3u9l%<^^ ^ws«eäsS^ 
ybadmgs o£ tbe resvdt, 

YLHt 
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Mrs. Leicester White deferred her departure to obüge 
Mr. Ho wie, who was making a series of sketches for 
the "Pictorial Paul Pry;" showing not only the various 
fa^ades of Tubbermore House, but several interesting 
"interiors:" such as the "Ball-room when the fatal 
tidings arrived;" "Dressing-room of Roland Cashel, 
Esq., when entered by the Chief Justice and his party;" 
the most effective of all being a very shadowy picture 
of the "Gap of Ennismore — the scene of the mtir 
der;" the whole connected by a little narrative so in- 
geniously drawn up as to give public opinion a very 
powerful bias against Cashel, whose features, in the 
woodcut, would in themselves have made a formidable 
indictment. 

Of the Kennyfecks, few troubled themselves with 
even a casual inquiry: except the fact that a fashion- 
able physician had been sent for to Dublin , little was 
known about them. But where was Linton all this 
while? Some averred that he had set out for the 
capital, to obtain the highest legal assistance for his 
friend; others, that he was so over-whelmed by tlie 
terrible calamity as to have fallen into a State of fa 
tuous insensibility. None, however, could really giv( 
any correct account of him. He had left Tubbermore 
but in what direction none could teil. 

As the day wore on, a heavy rain began to fall 
and of those who still remained in the house, littl 
knots of two and three assembled at the Windows, t 
watch for the arrival of their wished-for "posters," ort 
speculate upon the weather. Another source of speci 
lation there was beside. Some hours before, a mi 
gistrate, accompanied by a gtou^ cä. iS\r^\^^'5Äd au 
raJg'är-looking men, had \)eeii ae^n \.o ^^»ä ^ösäVw 
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md take the path which led to the Gap of Ennismore. 
These formed the Inquest, wlio were to inquire into 
the circumstances of the crime, and whose yerdict, 
bowever unimportant in a strictly legal sense, was 
looked for wiüi considerable impatience by some of 
the Company. To judge from the anxious looks that 
were directed towards the mountain-road, or the pier- 
cing glances which at times were given thi*ough tele- 
scopes in that direction, one would have angored that 
Bome, at least, of those there, were not destitute of 
Bympathy for him whose guests they had been, and 
beneath whose roof they still lingered. A very few 
words of those that passed between them will best 
answer how this impression is well founded. 

"Have you sent your groom oflP, Upton?" asked 
Frobisher, as he stood with a coffee-cup in his hand at 
the window. 

*'Yes, he passed the window fall half an honr 
ago." 

"They are confoundedly tedious," said Jennings, 
half suppressing a yawn. ''I thought those kind of 
fellows just gave a look at the body, and pronounced 
their verdict at once." 

"So they do when it's one of their own class; 
but in the case of a gentleman they take a prodi-^ 
gioos interest in examining his watch,. and his porse, 
and his pocket-book; and, in fact, it is a grand oc- 
casion for prying as far as possible into his private 
concems." 

"TU double our bet, Upton, if you like," said 
Frobisher, languidly. 

The other shook bis head negativeVy. 

^'Wbjr^ the delay is clearly in yo\X£ iwwÄ^ xbjbsu 
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If they were strong in their convictiong , ihey'd hav^ 
brought him in guilty an hour ago/^ 

*'That is my opinion too," said Jennings. 

"Well, here goes. Two fifties be it," cried üpton. 

Frobisher took out bis memorandnm-book and in:ote 
Bometbing witb a pendl. 

"ImH tbat it?" said be, sbowing tbe lines to 
üpton. 

"Just so. 'Wilful murder,'" mnttered tbe other, 
reading. 

"You bave a great *pull' upon me, Upton," 
Frobisber, "by Jove! K you were generous yoa'J 
give me odds/' 

"How so?'' 

"Wby, you saw bis face since tbe afiair, and 1 
didn't" 

"It would need a better physiognomist tban I an 
to read it He looked exactly as be always does; < 
tbougbt paler, perbaps, but no otber cbange." 

"Here comes a fellow witb news," said Jenningc 
ibrowing open tbe window. "I say, my man, is i 
over?" 

"No, Sir; tbe Jury want to see one of Mr. Casbel 
boots." 

Jennings closed tbe sasb, and ligbting a cigar, B) 
down in an easy-cbair. A desultory conversation bei 
arose among some of tbe younger military men wbeth« 
a coroner's verdict were final, and wbetber a "fello 
could be banged" wben it pronounced bim guilty; tl 
astate portion of tbe debaters inclining to tbe opinic 
tbat altbougb tbis was not tbe case in England, em 
woiüä he "law" in Ireland. T\icvi 1\ä %\kh^<^t crf co: 
^bcMtion WM8 entertained, au^ voxvsxx.« ^QviX>iQ^ «s&^^ 
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nise« «ros« m to what would become of Tubbermore 
when its proprietor Lad been executed; with sly jesta 
ibout the reversionarjr rights of the Crown, and the 
magnanimitj of extending mercy at the price of a great 
landed estate. These filled up the time for an hoor or 
80 more, interspersed with conjectures as to Cashers 
present frame of mind, and considerable wonderment 
why he hadn't "bolted" at once. 

At last Upton^s groom was seen approaching at a 
tremendous pace; and in a few minutes after he had 
poUed up at the door, and dismounting with a spring, 
hastened into the house. 

"Well, Robert, how did it go?" cried Üpton, as, . 
followed by the rest, he met him in the hall. 

"YouVe lost, Sir," said the man, wiping bis fore- 
tead. 

"Confound the rascalsl But what are the words of 
the verdiet?" 

"*Wilful murder,' Sir." 

"Of course," said Frobisher, coolly, "they could 
give no other." 

"It's no use betting against you," cried üpton, 
pettishly. "You are the luckiest dog in Europe." 

"Come, ril give you a chance," said Frobisher; 
"double or quit that they hang him." 

"No, no; IVe lost enough on him. 111 not have it" 

"Well, I suppose weVe nothing to wait for now," 
fawned Jennings. "Shall we start?" 

"Not tili we have luncheon, I vote," cried an In- 
'antry Sub; and bis Suggestion met general approval. 
Ind while they are seated at a table where exquisite 
neats and rarest wines stimulated appeüte «ad -^x^^^^^d 
roeof, let ua tum for a few brief momeu^Ä \ö\äki"«V^- 
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still their entertainer, sat in bis lone Chamber, fiiendlen 
and deserted. 

So rapid had been the succession of events wLicB 
occupied one single night, that Roland could not believe 
it possible months had not passed over. Even theo, he 
found it difiicult to dfsentängle the real circumstance« 
from those fancied results bis Imagination had already 
depicted; many of the true incidents appearihg far 
more like fiction than the dreamy fancies bis mind in- 
vented. His meeting with Enrique, for instance, was 
infinitely less probable than that he should have fought 
a duel with Linton; and so, in many other cases, his 
faculties wavered between belief and doubt, tili his very 
senses reeled with the confusion. Kennyfeck's death 
alone stood out from this chaotic mass, clear, distinct, 
and palpable, and, as he sat brooding over this terrible 
fact, he was totally unconscious of its bearing upon his 
own fortunes. Selfishness formed no part of his nature; 
his fault lay in the very absence of self-esteem, and the 
total deficiency of thal individuality which prompts mea 
to act up to a seif created Standard. He could feorrow 
for bim who was no more, and from whom he had 
received stronger proofs of devotion than from all bis 
so-called friends; he could grieve over the widowed 
mother and the fatherless girls, for whose destitutior 
he feit, he knew not how or wherefore, a certain cul 
pability; but of himself ^nd his own critical position 
not a thought arose. The impressions that no effort o 
his own could convey, feil with a terrific shock upoi 
bim when suggested by another. 

He was seated at his table, trying, for the twentietl 
tuae, to collect bis wandexmg \ko\x^\Ä ^ ^xA ^^x^t^Ko^ 
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^Iiat coorse to follow, when a tap was heard at his 
ioor, and it opened at the same instant 

"I am come, Sir," said Mr. Gering, witb a voice 
fiül of feeling, "to bring you sad tidings; but for wbich 
events may bave, in a measure, prepared you." Ho 
/wused; perhaps hoping tbat Cashel would spare bim 
the pain of continuing; but Koland never spoke. 

"Tbe inquest has completed its labours," said 
Toring, witb increasing agitation; "and tbe verdict is 
►ne of *wilful murder/" 

"It was a foul and terrible crime," said Casbel, 
buddering; "tbe poor fellow was animated witb kind 
ntentions and benevolent views towards tbe people. In 
lU OUT intercourse, be displayed but one spirit — " 

"Have a care, Sir," said Goring, mildly. "It is 
just possible tbat, in tbe frankness of tbe moment, some- 
thing may escape you wbieb bereafter you migbt wish 
Tmsaid", and standing in tbe position you now do — " 

"How so? Wbat position, Sir, do I occupy, tbat 
Bhould preclude me from tbe open expression of my 
sentiments?" 

"I bave already told you, Sir, tbat tbe verdict of 
the Jury was wilful murder, and I bold bere in my 
hand tbe Warrant for your arrest." 

"As tbe criminal? as tbe murderer?" cried Casbel, 
witb a voice almost like a sbriek of agony. Goring 
bowed bis bead, and Eoland feil powerless on tbe 
floor. 

Summoning otbers to bis aid, Goring succeeded in 
lifting bim up and placing bim on a bed. A few drops 
of blood tbat issued from bis moutb, and bis beavy 
snoring rtspiration, indicated an apo'^^eic^k. ^^\t^ä<^, 
MeaseDgera were sent in various dir^cMou^ \ä> HsXfSvi ^ 
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doctor. Tiemay was absent, and il was samb 1 
ere one could be found. Large bleeding and qoiet 
daced the usual effects, and towards evening C^ 
consciousness badretumed; but memory was still clo 
and incoberent, and he laj witbout speaking, and al 
Witbout tbougbt. 

After tbe lapse of about a week be was ab] 
leave bis bed and creep about bis cbamber, wbose all 
look contributed to recal bis mind to tbe past AI 
papers and letters bad been removed; tbe window 
eecured with iron stancbions; and policemen stoodsc 
at tbe door. He remembered everything tbat bac 
curred, and sat down in patient tbougbt to com 
wbat be sbould do. 

He leamed witbout surprise, büt not witboi 
pang, ibat of all bis Mends not one bad remainec 
not one bad offered a word of counsel in bis afflic 
or of comfort in bis distress. He asked after Mr. 
rigan, and beard tbat be bad quitted tbe country, 
bis granddaugbter, on tbe day before tbe terrible e^ 
Tiernay, it was said, bad accompanied tbem to Du 
and not since returned. Roland was, tben, uti 
friendlessl Wbat wonder if be became as utterly i 
less, as indifferent to life, as life seemed valuel 
And so was it: be beard witb indifference tbe orde 
bis removal to Limerick, altbougb tbat implied a { 
He listened to tbe vulgär, but kindly-meant cou; 
of bis keepers, wbo advised bim to seek legal assisti 
witb a smile of balf-contempt. Tbe obdurate ener^ 
a martyrdom seemed to take possession of bim; ant 
far from applying bis mind to disentangle the wi 
mmpidton around bim, be woA^Vi«^., ^Uk a etraug 
i6i^t, tbe convergence ot everj xs^yksää ^^^ssm 
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rards the proof of bis gailt; a secret vindictiveneSB 
lispering to Ms heart that the day would come when 
I innooence should be proclaimed; and then, irbat 
riares of remorse would be theirs who had broiigbt 
m to a felon^s death! 

!Each day added to the nnmber of these Beeming 
roofs, and Üie newspapers, in paragraphs of gossiping, 
bounded with circumstances that had already convinced 
le public of CasheVs guilt: and how ofteu do such 
liadowy convictions throw their gloom over the prisoner's 
ock! One day, the fact of the boot-track tallying pre- 
isely with Rolandes, filled the town; another, it was 
lie pißtol-wadding — part of a letter addressed to 
üashel — had been discovered. Then, there were 
ague rumours afloat that the causes of CasheVs animo- 
ity to Kennyfeck were not so secret as the world 
incied*, that there were persons of credit to substantiate 
ud explain them-, and, lastly, it was made known, that 
imong the papers seized on Cashers table was a letter, 
ost begun by himself, but to whom addressed unoertain, 
?hich ran thus: 

**A8 these in all likelihood may be the last lines I 
ihall ever write — " 

Never, in all the gaudy glare of bis prosperity, had 
lie occupied more of public attention. The metaphysical 
peuny^a-liners speculated upon the influence bis old 
bnccaneer habits might have exercised upon a mind so 
imperfectly trained to civilisation; and amused them- 
Belves with guesses as to how far some Indian "cross" 
ia blood might not have contributed to bis tragic ven- 
geance. Less scrupulous scribes invented deeds of vio- 
le&ce: in a woräf there sieemed a kind of m^^^ ^\^^ 
Qprove bun guiltjr; and it would liaY^\>e«a\ÄS2Äö. ^ä ^ 
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piece of casuistry, or a mawkisli sympathy wiih crimei to 
assume the opposite. Not, indeed, that any undertook 
80 ungracious a task; the tide of accusation ran unintoC' 
rupted and unbrorken. The very friendless desolatum 
in which he stood was quoted and commented on tl 
this end. One alone of all his fonner friends made tt 
effort in his favour, and ventured to insinuate that hil 
guilt was far from certain. This was Lord Charki 
Frobisher, who, seeing in the one-sidedness of publil 
opinion the impossibility of obtaining a bet, tried thni 
to "get up" an "innocent party," in the hope of a pro- 
fitable wager. 

But what became of Linton all this time? His game 
was a diificult one; and to enable him to play it 0110- 
cessfully he needed reflection. To this- end he affected 
to be so shocked by the terrible event as to be ia* 
capable of mixing in society. He retired, therefore, to 
his cottage near Dublin, and for some weeks lived a 
life of perfect seclusion. Mr. Phillis accompanied Um; ' 
for Linton woiild not trust him out of his sight tili — 
as he muttered in his own phrase — "all was over." 

This was , indeed , the most eventful period of i 
Linton's life; and with consummate skill he saw that 
any move on his part would be an error. It is tnw 
that, through Channels with whose workings he wai 
long conversant, he contributed the yarious paragraphfl 
to the papers by which CasheFs guilt was foreshadowed; 
his knowledge of Eoland suggesting many a carcum- 
stance well calculated to substantiate the charge of 
crime. If he never ventured abroad into the world, he 
made himself master of all its secret whisperings; and 
heard how he was himself commended for delicacy and 
good feelingj with the Batialacxiou o^ ^ \si«Q.^\vsi ^^ts.^ 
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a cheat. And how manj are there who play false 
life, less from the gain than the gratification of 
nity l — a kiud of diabolical pride in outwitting and 
erreaching those whose good faith has made them 
Bak! The polite world does not take the same interest in 
jeds of terror as do their more humble brethren; they 
ike their "horrors" as they do their one glass of Tokay 
t dessert — a something, of which a little more would 
e nanseating. The less polished classes were, there- 
Mre, those who took the greatest pleasure in following 
p every clue and tracing each circumstance that pointed 
ö Roland's guilt ; and so, at last, his name was rarely men- 
loned among those with whom so latelj he had lived 
a daily, almost hourly, companionship. 

When Lintoh, then, deemed the time expired, which 
138 feelings of grief and shame had demanded for re- 
irement, he reappeared in the world pretty much as 
nen had always seen him. A very close observer, if 
le wonld have süffered any one to be such, might have 
perhaps detected the expression of care in certain 
nrriitkles round his mouth, and in the extra blackness 
of his whiskers, where grey hairs had dared to show 
themselves; but to the world at large these signs were 
inappreciable. To them he was the same even tempered, 
easy-mannered man they ever saw him. Nor was this 
accomplished without an effort; for, however Linton 
saw the hour of his vengeance draw nigh , he also per- 
ceived that all his personal plans of fortune and ag- 
grandisement had utterly failed. The hopes he had 
Bo often cherished were all fled. His title to the cot- 
tage, his prospeet of a seat in Parliament, the very 
ßums he had won at play, and whicb to a X^ui^*^ ^\svsv5X!^. 
mained In Ca^eVa haads, he now pe>TC«vN^öi ^^x^ ^ä. 
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forfeited to revenge. The prioe was, indeed, a hmrf 
one! and alreadj he begau to feel it so. Manj of hk 
creditors had abstained from pressing him ao long m 
bis intimacy with Cashel gave promise of futnre aolven^« 
That illusion was now dispelled, and each post broii(^ 
bim donning epistles, and tbreatening notices of vazioiift 
kinds. Exposures menaced bim from men wbose ykr 
dictiveness be was well aware of; but far more perilou 
tban all tbese were bis relations witb Tom Keane» wktt 
continued to address letter after letter to bim, erayuig 
advice and pecuniarj assistance, in a tone wbere mteniM 
was even more palpable tban entreatj. To leave thcM 
nnreplied to, migbt bave been dangerous in tbe ex- 
treme; to ansjprer tbem, even more perilons. No oilwr 
oourse was, tben, open tban to retum to Tnbbennore, 
and endeavour, in secret, to confer witb tbis man faed 
to facew Tbere was not anj time to lose. • Gasbd^s 
trial was to take place at tbe ensuing assizes, whkk 
now were close at band. Keane was to figure tbere tf 
an important witness. It was absolutely necessarj to 
see*bim, and caution bim as to tbe natore of'thA 
evidence be sbould give, nor suffer bim in tbe exabe^ 
ance of bis zeal to prove "too mucb." 

Under pretence, tberefore, of a burried trip to Lon- 
don, be left bis bouse one evening and went on boaid 
tbe packet at Kingstown, dismissing bis carriage as if 
about to depart; tben, suddenly affecting to discoTOf 
tbat bis luggagc bad been carried awaj by mistake, be 
landed, and set out witb post borses across eonutr} 
towards tbe western road. Before midnigbt be waf 
safe in tbe mail, on bis way to Limerick; and by day 
break on tbe foUowing morimi^ \i^ ^«a %\»3&.disi^ m thi 
W0od of Tabbermore, and ^aasm^ ^"^Äa. ^ ^öq$»«|^ 
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ipon the house, whose shuttered wiudows loid 
doors told of its altered destinj. 

>in Ükence he wandered onward towards the cot- 
- some Strange, inexplicable interest over him — 
onee more the spot he had so often fancied to 
own, and where, with a fervour not altogether 
he had swom to pass his days in tranqnil 
3. Brief as had been the interval since last he 
liere, the changes were considerable. The flower- 
rere trampled and trodden down, the palings 
d, the omamental trees and shrabs were injnred 
)ken hj the cattle; traces of reeklees haste and 
mess were seen in the broken gates and tom 
sts; while fragments of packing cases, straw, and 
littered the walks and the turf around. 

)king through the Windows, broken in many 

he could see the cottage W93 perfectlj dis- 

1. Everything was gone: not a trace remained 

e who for so many years had called it home! 

Bsolation was complete; nor was it without its 

ing mfluence upon him who stood there to mark 

Strange enough, there are little spots in tbo^ 

:>£ those, where evil actions are oftenest cradled, 

in the refage of many a tender thonghtl Linton 

)ered the cottage as he saw it bright in the 

^ sun; or, more cheerM still, as the closed cur- 

nd the blazing fire gave a look of hoimelike 

to which the verlest wanderer is not insensible;, 

)w it was cold and dark. He had no s^-^ 

gs as to the cause. It was, to him, one of those 

itatioBfif which the course of foitottÄ Sä ^'s^t 

He eren went fiirther^ aajiä. iasxÄsÄk \fir« 
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different had been their fate if thej had not rejected 
bis own alliance. 

"In this World of ours," muttered he, "the cards V6 
are dealt by Fortune would nearly always suffice to 
win, had we bat skill. These people had a noble 
game before them, but, forsooth, they did not fancf 
their partner! And see what is come of it — ruin on 
every side!'* 

Gloomy thoughts over bis own opportunities ne- 
glected — over eventful moments left to slip by ua* 
profitably — stole over him. Many of bis late speca- 
lations had been nnsuccessful; he had had heavy losses 
on the "tiirf" and the "Change.'' He had failed m pro- 
mises by which menacing dangers had been long 
averted. His enemies would soon be upon him, and 
he was ill provided for the encounter. Vengeance 
alone, of all his aspirations, seemed to prosper; and be 
tried to revel in that thought as a compensation for 
every failure. 

Nor was this unmixed with fear. What if Casbel 
ßhould enter upon a defence by exposing the events of 
that last night at Tubbermore? What if he shoulä 
produce the forged deed in open court? Who was to 
say that Enrique hiraself might not be forthcoming to 
prove his falsehood? Again: how far could he trust 
Tom Keane? might not the fellow's avarice suggest ft 
tyranny impossible to endure? Weighty considerations 
were these, and füll of their own peril. Linton paosd 
beside the lake to ruminate, and for some time was 
deep buried in thought. A light rustling sound at lasi 
aroused him; he looked up, and perceived, directly ii 
front of him , the very maii o^ -wVvwsi Vä ^%& l\v\nkin( 
— Tom Keane himself . 
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Both stood still, each fixedly regarding the other 
thout speaking. It seemed a game in whicb he wbo 
ide the first move should lose. So, certainlj, did 
nton feel; but not so Tom Keane, who, with an easj 
mposnre that all the other^s ^^breeding^' could not 
mpass Said: 

"Well, Sir, I hope you like your work?" 

^^My work! my work! How can you call it rmne^ 
y good firiend?" replied Linton, with a great effort to 
)pear as much at ease as the other,- 

"Just as ould Oon Corrigan built the little pier 
eVe standin^ on this minit, though his own hands 
idn't lay a stone of it." 

"There's no similarity between the cases whatever," 
dd Linton, with a well-feigned laugh. "Here there 
as a plan — an employer — hired labourers engaged 
) perform a certain task." 

"Well, well," broke in Keane, impatiently; "sure 
^ere not in 'Coort,' that you need make a Speech. 
Cwas your own doing: deny it if you like, but don^t 
live me to prove it." 

The tone of menace in which these words were 
ttered was increased by the fact, now for the first time 
pparent to Linton, that Tom Keane had been drinking 
reely that moming, and was still under the streng 
xdtement of liquor. 

Linton passed his arm familiarly within the other's, 
md in a voice of deep meaning said, "Were you only 
18 cautious as you are courageous, Tom, there's not a 
nan in Europe I'd rather take as my partner in a 
langerous enterprise. You are a glorious fellow in the 
lour of jjeriJ, bat jou are a child, a metfe ofeäüÄ^-^V^s^ 
> over, " / 

9laHd CatheL JJh "V^ 
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Keane did not speak, but a leer of inveterate cu 
ning seemed to answer this speech. 

"I saj this, Tom," said Linton, coaxingly, "becani 
I see the risk to wbich jour natural frankness will e: 
pose you. There are fellows prowling about on.evei 
side to scrape up Information about tbis a£BBdr; an 
as, in some unguarded moment, wben a glass to 
mucb bas made tbe tongue run freely, any man ma 
say tbings, to explain wbicb awaj afterwards he i 
often led to go too far — You understand me Tom? 

"I do, Sir," Said the other, nodding shortly. 

^^It was on tbat account I came down bere to-da} 
Tom. The trial is fixed for the 15th: now, tbe time i 
so short between this and tbat, jou can surelj keep 
strict watch over yourself tili *all is over?*" 

*' And wbat then, Sir?" asked Tom, with a cunnin^ 
glance beneath bis brows. 

^^ After tbat," rejoined Linton, affecting to mistak 
tbe meaning of tbe question — "after tbat, the \«s 
takes its course, and you trouble yourself no more o: 
tbe matter." 

"And is tbat all, Mr. Linton? — is tbat all?" aske 
the man, as, &eeing bimself &om the otber's arm, b 
drew bimself up to bis fall beight, and stood direcü; 
in front of bim. 

''I must own, Tom, tbat I don't understand you 
question." 

"m make it piain and azy for you, then," sai 
Keane, with a hardened determination in bis manne 
*' 'Twas you yourself put me up to this busines. 'Twj 
you tbat left the pistol in my possession. 'Twas yo 
that towld me bow it was to be done^ and where to d 
üy aad" — here bis voice ")ö^e«ai^ ^^^^^ 'ösä.^^ « 
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gottnral with passion — '*and, by the *mortal GU>dI if 
Im to liang for it, so will yon too." 

^^HAQg!'' exclaimed Linton. ^^ Wbo talks of hang- 
; ing? or what possible danger do you run — except, 
1 indeed, what your own indiscreet tongue may bring 
\ ipon you?" 

"lEQi't it as good to die on the gallows as on the 
L load-side?" asked the other, fiercely. "What betther 
[ am I for what I done, teil me that?" 
-, "I have told yon before, and I teil you again, 
t that when *all is over' you shall be amply provided 
f for." - 

^*And why not before?" said he, almost insolently. 
**K you must know the reason," said Linton, affect- 
ing a smile, "you shall hear it. Your incaution would 
make you at once the object of suspicion, were you to 
be Seen with money at command as freely as you will 
We it hereafter." 

"Will you give me that in writin'? — will you 
give it to me undher your band?" asked Keane, 
boldly. 

"Of course I will," said Linton, who was too subüe 
a tactidan to hesitate about a pledge which could not 
be exacted on the instant 

"Thafs what I call talkin' fau:," said Keane; 
"an', by my sowl, it's the best of your play to träte 
me.well." 

"There ia only one thing in the world could induce 
ine to do otherwise." 

"An' what's that, Sir?" 

"Ypur daring to use a threat to mel" said Linton, 
ßtenüy. "Tiare neFcr was tlie maa ^^\. \3CäÄl "^^ 
^a»ö — and tbere have beeu Bom^ V^'eX. ^ ^^^^st 
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fellows as Tom Keane who did try it — ■ irho äaialt 
find that they met their match." 

^I onlj ax wbaf s right and £air," said the other, 
4ibashed by the daring efirontery of Linton^s air. 

^^And you shall have it, and more. Yoa sliall eoAtB 
have enough to settle in America, or, if you prefer i^ 
to live abroad." 

"And .why not stay at home here?" said Tom, 
doggedly. 

^^ To blurt out your secret in some dninken moment, 
and be hanged at last!" said Linton, with a cnttiog 
irony. 

"An\ maybe, teil how one Misther Linton put the 
wickedness first in my head," added Tom, as if finisb* 
ing the sentence. 

Linton bit his lip, and tumed angrily away to con- 
ceal the mortification the speech had caused him. ^*Uf 
good Mend," said he, in a deliberate voice, "you think 
fliat whenever you upset the boat you will drown mei 
and I have half a mind to dare you to it, just to sho^ 
you the shortness of your calculation. Trust me," — 
there was a terrible distinctness in his utterance of thes« 
words — "trust me, that in all my dealings with th 
World, I have left very little at the discretion of wh« 
are called men of honour. I leave nothing, absolute! 
nothing, in the power of such as you." 

At last did Linton stiike the right chord of tfa 
fellow^s nature; and in his subdued and crestMle 
countenance might be read the signs of his prostratioi 

"Hear me now attentively, Keane, and let my worc 

rest well in your mempry. The triiJ comes on on tl 

15th: jour evidence will be the mo«»t im^ortant of al 

Imt give it with the reluctaueci oi ^ tx^sbö. ^Vq ^äcaraü 
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firom biinging bis landlord to the scaffold. Ton nnder- 
stead me? Let everything jou say show the desire to 
acreen Mr. Cashel. Another point: affect not to know 
a&ytlimg save what you actually saw. You never can 
T^eat too often the words, *I didn't see itJ* This scm* 
pabas reliance on eyesight imposes well upon a Jury. 
These are the only cautions I have to give you, Your 
ovn natural intelligence will supply the rest. When all 
iflfinished, you will come up to Dublin, and call at a 
cwtain address which will be given you hereafter. And 
now we part. It is your own fault if you lose a friend 
who never deserted the man that stood by him." 

"An' are yon going back to Dublin now, Sir," asked 
Keane , over whose mind Linton's influence had become 
dominant, and who actually dreaded to be left alone, 
«öd without bis guidance. 
Linton nodded an assent. 

"But you'U be down here at the trial, Sir?" asked 
Tom, eagerly. 

"I suspect not," said Linton. ^*If not summoned as 
a witness, TU assuredly not come." 

"Oh, murther!" exclaimed Tom. "I thought Fd 
you in the *Coort,' just to look up at you from 
tiine to time, to give me courage and make me feel 
Wld; for it does give me courage when I see you so 
calm and so azy, without as much as a tremble in your 
Toice." 

"It ig not likely that I shall be there," rejoined 
Linton; "but mind, if I be, that you do not direct your 
eyes towards me. Remember, that every look you give, 
every gesture you make, will be watched and noted." 

" J wondher how PJl get througli iU" e«\»xaÄi ^^ 
o^er, sorrowfälly. 
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"You'U get through it admirably, man, if you'U 
only think that you are not the person in periL It is 
your conscience alone can bring you into any langer." 

"Well, I hope so! with the help of — " The fellow 
stopped Short, and a red flush of shame spread itself over 
features which in a whole lifelong had never feit a bltish. 

"Fd like to be able to give you something better 
than this, Tom," said Linton, as he placed a handM 
of loose silver in the other's palm; "but it is safer, for 
the present, that you should not be seen with mncli 
money." 

"I owe more than this at Mark Shea's 'public,"* 
said Tom, looking discontentedly at the money. 

"And why should you owe it?" said Linton, bitterly« 
"What is there in your circumstances to Warrant debts 
ofthiß kind?" 

"Didn't I eam it — teil me that?" asked the mf- 
fian, with a savage eamestness. 

"I see that you are hopeless," said Linton, tuming 
away in disgust. "Take your own course, and sec 
where it will lead you." 

"No — you mean where it will lead us," said th( 
fellow, insolently. 

"What! do you dare to threaten mel Now, onc< 
for all, let this have an end. I have hitherto treate< 
you with candour and with kindness. If you fancy tha 
my hate can be more profitable than my Mendship, sa^ 
so , and before one hour passes over your head 111 hav< 
you committed to prison as an accessory to the murder.' 

"I ax your pardon humbly — I didn't mean t« 
anger yer Honer," said the other, in a servile tone 
"PU do everything you bid m^ — ^«dä «vä^^ -^qtl kno'v 
b&sft what oi^bt to' be done.'' 



ROLAND CASHEL. 199 

"Then let ns pari good Mends," said Linton, hold- 
ing out bis hsuid towards him. /*I see a boat coming 
oyer the lake whicli will drop me at Killaloe; we mnBt 
not be Seen togetber — so good-by, Tom, good-by." 

"Good-bj, and a safe joumey to yer Honer," said 
Tom, as, toucbing bis bat respectfully, he retired into 
the wood. 

Tbe boat wbicb Linton descried was still above a 
mile £rom tbe sbore, and be sat down upon a stone to 
awsdt its Coming. Beautiful as tbat placid lake was, 
with its background of bold mountains, its scattered is- 
and its jutting promontories, be bad no eye for 
but foUowed witb a peering glance tbe direction 
in wbicb Tom Keane bad departed. 

"There are occasions," muttered be to bimself, 
^when tbe boldest courses are tbe safest. Is tbis one 
of these? Dare I trust tbat fellow, or would tbis be 
l>etter?" And, as if mecbanically, be drew fortb a 
double -barrelled pistol firom bis breast, and looked 
fixedly at it. 

He arose from bis seat, and sat down again — bis 
niind seemed beset witb besitation and doubt; but tbe 
conflict did not last long, for be replaced tbe weapon, 
and Walking down to tbe lake, dipped bis fingers in 
the water and batbed bis temples, saying to bimself: 

"Better as it is: over-caution is as great an error as 
foolhardiness." 

Witb a dexterity acquired by long practice, be now 
disguised bis features so perfectly tbat none could bave 
recognisesd bim; and by tbe addition of a wig and 
whiskers of busby red hair, totally cbanged the character 
of hifl appearance, This he did, t\ia\. «ä. wk^ ^xsteoa^ 
/mbd he migbt not he recognised \)y ^'^ \iCi«fcaÄ^^ 
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wbo, in aoBwer to bis Signal, now polleflC Tigarondj' 
towards the diore. 

He ßoon bargained with them to leave bim at KiU»- 
loe, and as they rowed along engaged them to talk 
about the oountiy, in which he aflFected to be a tourist 
Of course the late murder was the theme nppennost in 
every mind, and Linton marked with satisfaction how 
decißively the current of populär belief ran in attribu- 
ting the guilt to CasheL 

With a perversity peculiar to the peasant, the Agent, 
whom they had so often inveighed against for crudtf 
in his lifetime, they now discovered to have been the 
type of all that was kind-hearted and benevolent; and 
had no hesitation in attributing his nnhappy fate to an 
altercation in which he, with too rash a zeal, was the 
"poor man's advocate." 

The last words he was heard to utter on learing 
Tubbermore were quoted, as implying a condemnation 
on Cashel's wastefiil extravagance, at a time when the 
poor around were "perishing of hunger." Even tc 
Linton, whose mind was but too conversant with th< 
sad truths of the story, these narratiyes assnmed th< 
strengest form of consistency and likelihood; and h< 
saw how effectually circumstantial evidence can convic 
a man in public estimation, long before a jury ar 
swom to try him. 

Crimes of this nature, now, had not been unfreqnei 
in that district; and the country people feit a species < 
gavage vengeance in urging their accusations against 
"Gentleman," who had not what they reckoned as tl 
extenuating circumstances to diminish or explain awa 
hit gnilt 

"-Hö wasn't tumed out oi \nft ^äJö^ä ^^wä \a ^^ 
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le roadHEdde,^' muttered one. "He wasnH threatened, 
kß pocHT Tom Keane, to be ^stanninated/^' cried an- 
ther. 

"And who is Tom Keane?" asked Linton. 

"The gatekeeper up at the big house yonder, Sir; 
»e that^s lived man and boy nigh fifly years there; 
ind Mr. Cashel swore he^d root him out, for all thatl" 

"Ay!" chimed in another, in a moralising whine, 
"an' see where he is himself, now!" 

"I wondher now if they'd hang him, Sir?" asked 
one. 

"Why not," asked Linton, "if he should be found 
guilty?" 

"They say, Sir, the gentlemen can always pay for 
another man to be hanged instead of them. Musha, 
maybe 'tisn t true," added he, difQdently, as he saw the 
smile on Linton's face. 

"I think you'll find that the right man will suffer in 
this case," said Linton; and a gleam of malignant pas- 
sioQ sliot from his dark eyes as he spoke. 

CHAPTER XV. 

As I llstened I thought myself guilty. — Warrem Hastinos. 

FoR several days before that appointed for the trial 
of Roland Cashel, the assize town was crowded with 
nsitors from every part of the island. Not a house, 
not a room was unoccupied, so intense was the interest 
^ witness a cause into which so many elements of ex- 
äting Story entered. His great wealth, his boundless 
Jitravagance, the singular character of his early lifo, 
?ave nse to a bundred curious aneedotea> ^\i\OcL ^^ 
'Hsy clrculated with a most tinscmp\i\oua fe^^^öTSi, 
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Nor did public curiosiiy stop at the walls of ibß , 
prison; for every detail of bis life, since the day of liil 
committal, was carefuUy recorded by the papers. The 
unbroken solitude in which he lived; the apparent calm.,i 
collectedness in which he awaited bis trial; bis resolute ' 
reftisal to employ legal assistance; bis seeming indiffe^ : 
ence to the alleged clues to the discovery of the mnrder,. 
were commented on and repeated tili they formed the 
table-talk of the land. 

The only person with whom he desired to communi- 
cate was Doctor Tiemay; but the Doctor had left Lre- 
land in Company with old Mr. Corrigan and Miss Lei- 
cester, and none knew whitber they had directed th«r 
Steps. 

Of all bis former friends and acquaintances, Cashel 
did not appear to remember one; nor, certainly, did 
they obtrude themselves in any way upon bis recollee" 
tion. The Public, it is true, occupied themselves ah- 
undantly with bis interests. Letters, some with signa- 
tures, the greater number without, were addressed to 
him, containing advices and counsels the strängest and 
most opposite, and requests, which to one in bis Situa- 
tion were the most inappropriate. Exhortations to con- 
fess bis crime came from some, evidently more anxiom 
for the Solution of a mystery than the repentance of a 
criminal. Some, suggested legal quibbles to be used at 
the trial ; others, hinted at certain most skilful advocates, 
whose Services had been crowned with success in the 
case of most atrocious wretches. A few, asked for auto- 
graphs; and one, in a neat crowquill band, with paper 
smdling strongly of musk, requested a lock of bis 
bair! 

If bjr any accident CaB\i^\ o^^örÄl wä ^1 '^^^ 
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LStLes, he was certain to feel amused. It was, to 
n at least, a new view of life, and of that civilisatioii 
;ainst which he now feit himself a rebel. Generally, 
»wever, he knew nothing of them: a careless in- 
-fference, a reckless disregard of the future, had taken 
»mplete possession of him;^ and the only impatience 
e ever manifested was at the slow march of äie time 
»^hich should elapse before the day of trial. 

The day at length amved; and even within the 
jreary walls of the prison were heard the murmured 
«Cents of excitement as the great hour drew nigh. 

Mr. Gering at an early hour had visited the pri- 
loner, to entreat him, for the last time, to abandon his mad 
«fdsal of legal aid; explaining forcibly that there were 
^nstantly cases occurring where innocence could only 
t)e asserted by disentangling the ingenious tissue with 
^Idch legal astuteness can invest a circumstance. 
Cashel rejected this counsel calmly but peremptorily; 
and when pressed home by other argaments, in a 
moment of passing impatience confessed that he was 
*'weary of life, and would make no effort to pro- 
long it." 

"Even so, Sir,'' said Gering. "There is here 
another question at issue. Are you satisfied to fill the 
dishonoured grave of a criminal? Does not the name 
by which men will speak of you hereafter possess any 
terror for you now?" 

A slight tremor shook CasheVs voice as he replied, 
"Were I one who left kindred or attached friends 
behind him, these considerations would have their 
weight, nor would I willingly leave them the heritage 
of sHcb äisgrace-j but I am alone in t\Ä ^qAÖl^ V^^^^'v^ 
»ö to blußb for my dishonour, or sheÄ. a \Ä«t o^^st to;:^ 
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sorrow. The calumny of my fellowmea will only ftl 
on ears sealed bj death; nor will their jeers break tb 
slumber I am so 80on to sleep." 

Goring laboored hard to dissuade Mm from 
resolve, but to no purpose: The only consolation <l 
which Koland seemed capable arose from the doggd, 
indifference he feit as to the result, and the consdiM' 
ness of an innocence he was too proud to assert 

From an early hour of the moming the Court wM 
crowded. Many persons distingnished in the world al 
fashion were to be seen amid the gowned and wiggei 
throng that fillcd the body of the building; and in Äe 
galleries were a vast number of ladies, whose elegaaes 
of dress told how much they regarded the scene as ooa 
of display, as well as of exciting interest Some, had 
been frequent guests at his house; others, had ofttt, 
received him at their own ; and there they sat, in eag« 
expectancy to see how he would behave, to criticiw 
his bearing, to scan his looks through their " lorgnettesy^ 
and note the accents in which he would speak. Af6W| 
indeed, of his more intimate friends denied themselve» 
the treat such an exhibition promised ; and it was pl«in 
to see how highly they estimated their own forbearance. 
Still, Frobisher and some of his set stood beneath the 
gallery, and watched the proceedings with interest 

Some routine business of an uninteresting natnre 
over, the case of the King versus Koland Cashel was 
called, and the govemor of the gaol was ordered to 
produce the prisoner. A murmur of intense interest 
quickly ran through the crowded assembly, and a» 
suddenly was subdued to a dead silence as the crowd, 
separating, permitted the "^^a^aa.^^ ^^ Inrc» ojnaed ^lice- 
JOian, after whom CaslieV ^a^^^^ ^O^qt^^^ Vj n»' 
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an» Scareely had he merged firom the dense throng 
. taken bis place in the dock, when a buzz of 
>nishinent went round; for the prisoner, instead of 
Qg dressed decoroiisly in black, as is customary, er 
least in some costume bespeaking care and respect, 
} attired in the very suit he wore on the eventfal 
ht of the murder, the tom sleeves and blood-stained 
jcheß attracting every eye around him. He was 
ler and thianer than his wont; and if bis countenance 
B more deeply tbooghtful, there was nothing in it 
tt evinced anxiety, or even expectancy. As he 
tered the dock, they who stood nearest to him ro- 
urked that a slight flush stole over his face, and 
metbing that seemed painM to his feelings appeared 
work within bim. A brief effort overcame this, and 

raised his eyes and carried his looks around the 
»ort with the most perfect unconcem. 

The prisoner was now arraigned, and the clerk 
oceeded to read over the indictment; after which 
me the solemn question, "How say you, prisoner, 
uüty or Not Giiilty?" Either not understanding the 
jusBre" as directly ad dressed to himself, or conceiving 
to be some formality not requiring an answer, Cashel 
ood in a calm and respectful silence for some minutes, 
hen the Judge, in a mild voice, explained the mean- 
g of the interrogation. 

"Not Guilty, my Lord," said Cashel, promptly; 
id thougb the words were few, and those almost of 
iQTse on such an occasion, the feeling in the Court 
as manifestly in concurrence with the Speaker. The 
utine detail of calling over the jury panel involving 
€ pixvilege of "challenge^'^'' it became^ üftCÄieÄai^ \ä 
o/aih tbis to Cashel; whose iguoxaaee oi «X^lSäss^ 
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forms belüg now so manifest, the Judge asked who wai 
counsel for the prisoner. 

"He has not named any, mj Lord." 

With patient kindness the Judge tnmed 
dock, and counselled him, even now, late as it was,to • 
select some among the leamed members of the In^ z 
whose guidance would materially serve his interests, ai 
save him from the many embarrassments his own o- 
assisted efforts would produce. 

"I thank you, my Lord, for your consideratioii," 
replied he, calmly, "but if I be innocent of this crinM 
I stand in need of no skill to defend me. If goiltj, I 
do not deserve it." 

"Were guilt and innocence always easy of de- 
tection," said the Judge, "your remark might hEf» 
some show of reason ; but such is rarely the case; anl 
once more I would entreat you to entrust your cm* 
to some one conversant with our forms and acquainiol ! 
with our duties." i 

"I am not guilty, my Lord," replied Rolaadi ', 
boldly, "nor do I fear that any artifice can make B^ 
appear such. I will not have counsel." 

The Attorney-General here in a low voice addreesed 
the Bench, and suggested that although the prisonei 
might not himself select a defender, yet the interests of 
justice, generally, requiring that the witnesses shonU 
be crossexamined, it would be well if the Court wouU 
appoint some one to that duty. 

The Judge repeated the Suggestion aloud, adding 

his perfect concurrence in its nature, and inviting tke 

leamed bar to lend a volunteer in the cause; when ft 

Yoice called out, "I wül willmiglj «äää^I tha office^ my 

I/ord, wiib yoxxr permiösion.'" 
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"Very well, Mr. Cläre Jones," replied the Judge; 
and that genüeman, of whom so long we have lost 
dght, adyanced to the front of the bar, beside the 
dock. 

Cashel, during this scene, appeared like one totally 
uninterested in all that was going forward; nor did he . 
eren tnm his head towards where his self-appointed 
advocate was standing. As the names of the jury were 
called over, Jones closely scrutinised each individual, 
keenly inquiring from what part of the coiinty he came 
' — whether he had resided as a tenant on Üie Cashel 
estate — and if he had, on any occasion, expressed 
himself strongly on the gnilt or innocence of the 
«ccosed. To all these details Koland listened with an 
interest the novelty suggested, but, it was piain to see, 
without any particle of that feeling which his own 
Position might have called for. The jury were at 
length empannelled, and the trial began. 

Few, even among the most accomplished weavers 
t^narrative, can eqnal the skill with which a clever 
kwyer details the story of a criminal trial. The 
orderly sequence in which the facts occnr — the neat 
equipoise in which matters are weighed — the rigid 
insistance npon some points, the insinuated probabilities 
aad the likelihood of others — are all arranged and 
combined with a masterly power that more discorsive 
fimdes would fail in. 

Events and incidents that to common intelligence 
appear to have no bearing on the case, arise, like un- 
expected witnesses, at intervals, to corroborate this, or 
to insinuate that. Time, place, distance, locality, the 
laws of hght and sound, the phenomeua oi ^<£\<^Tk!i^^^ «X5b 
tU iavoked, not with the abstruse pedautty cä. «:\i^^fc^ 
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worm, bat with the ready-witted acuteneas of one vli 
has studied* mankind in äie parti-colonred page of ra 
life. 

To any one nnaccustomed to these eflfbrts, the effi« 
produced is almost miraculous: conviction steaLs i 
&om so many sources, that the mmd, like a dt 
assaulted on every side, is captured almost at ono 
All the force of cause and effect is often impartedi 
matters which are merely consecutive; and it requi« 
patient consideration to disembarrass a case of moe 
that is merely insinuated, and more, that is actaaO 
speculative. 

In the present instance everything was circun 
stantial*, but so much the more did it impress all wh 
listened, even to him who, leaning on the rails of d 
dock, now heard with wonderment how terribly cw 
sistent were all the events which seemed to point hi 
out as guilty. 

After a brief exordium, in which ho professed h 
deep sorrow at the duty which had devolved on hii 
and ardent desire to suffer nothing to escape him wi: 
reference to the prisoner save what the interests 
truth and justice imperatively might call for, tl 
Attorney-General entered upon a narrative of the h 
day of Mr. Kennyfeck's life; detailing with mini 
precision his departure from Tubbermore at an eai 
hour in Mr. Cashers Company, and stating how son 
thing bordering upon altercation between them "vi 
overheard by the by Standers as they drove awj 
"The words themselves, few and unimportant as tli 
might seem,^^ added he, "under common circomstanc 
come before us with a tembl<b %\^Eä&fi»xLfii& when 
Joembered in connexion müi ^^ VorcW^^ ^s-^^so^ ' 
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jd." He then traced their course to Drum- 

ui, where differences of opinion, trivial, some 

call them , but of importance to call for weighty 

iration here, repeatedly occurred respecting the 

y and the management of the estate. These 

all be proved by competent witnesses, he 

l; and he desired the Juiy to bear in mind that 

estimony should be taken as that of men much 

iisposed to think and speak well of Mr. Cashel, 

very spendthrift tastes had the character of 

in the peasants* eyes, in contrast with the 

and more scrupulous discretion practised by 

gent." 

ou will be told, Gentlemen of the Jury," con- 
he, "how, after a day spent in continued dif- 
is of opinion, they separated at evening; one, to 
to Tubbermore by the road; the other, by the 
avelled path that led over the mountains. And 
: is worthy of remark that Mr. Cashel, although 
at of the way, a stranger, for the first time in 
3 in the district, positively refuses all offers of 
Daniment, and will not even take a guide to show 
e road. Mr. Kennyfeck continues for some time 
nsact business with the tenantry, and leaves 
oologan, at last, just as night was closing in. 
about half-way between the manor-house of Tub- 
•e and the village of Drumcoologan, the road 
.en so much injured by the passage of a moun- 
rrent, that when the travellers passed in the 
lg they found themselves obliged to descend from 
rriage and proceed for some distance on foot; a 
tion that Mr. Kennyfeck was com^elled also to 
i bis retum, ordering the servaut to ^«I\\.^QtL\ssssN. 
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on tlu' croHt of the hill. That spot be was nerer 
(li>stiiu>(i to reach! The groom waited long and an- 
xiously t'or liis Coming; be could not leave bis honesto 
p> back and iiiid out tbo rcasons of bis delaj — be 
uas alnno; thc (lifttnnco to Tubbermore was too gmt 
to pcnnit of bis procccding tbither to give tbe alann; 
lu' waitod, tbercfore, witb tliat anxietj wbicb the sal 
rondiiit>n of oiir oountry is but too often calculatedto 
ins|)iro c»von aniong thc^most courageous: when, atlast, 
footslops woro board approaching — be called out alood 
bis uiastor's naine — but, instcad of bearing the weD- 
kno>Mj voico in answor, be wüjr accosted in Irish by 
an old man, wbo tobl bim, in tlie forcible accents of 
bis uiUivo tonguo, Mbat a murdercd man was lying on 
tbo road*>iiU\' Tho groom at once burried back, and 
n( tbo Tool of tbo ascont disa)vered tbe lifcless but still 
\Nann bodv of bis mastor: a buUot-wound was found in 
tlio hiw\\ of ibo skull, and tbo marks of some severe 
blow s aiTi^ss tbo laoo. On invcstigating fm*ther, at a 
lijilo di>tauoo otV, a pistol was picked up from a small 
di.-nn. \Nhoro ii soomod to bave becn tbrown in haste; 
tlio boro oonospondod cxactly witb tbe bullet taken 
tVon\ tlio body ; but moro important still, tbis pistol ap* 
po.us fo bo tho 1*0 1 low of a not her belonging to Mr. 
I^mnIioI, and will bo idontitiod by a competcnt witness 
as ba\in^r boou bis proporty. 

"An iutoiA.d Utuv oooui-s, in wbicb a cloud of mys- 
lon iutoi\ruoM and wo an^ nnable to foUow tbe stepfi 
\\( (lio priNouor. o( wbom notbin,:r is known, tili, on thc 
iil.ivm \*\' tbo uundor roacbing Tubbermore, a nimouJ 
rtins tbat t'ootstops bavo boon board in Mr. CasbeV» 
iipardutMit, tbo koy of wbicb tbo owner bad takcn will 
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Cashel himself; and although the servants ayer that Le 
Aever could haye traversed the hall and the staircase 
unseen by some of them, a new discovery appears to 
«xplain the fact. It is this. The ivy which grew on 
ti» wall of the house, and which reached to the window 
of Mr. CasheVs dressing-room, is found tom down, and • 
indicating the passage of some one by its branches. 
On the discovery of this most important circumstance, 
the Chief Justice, accompanied by several other gen- 
ilemen, proceeded in a body to the Chamber, and 
demanded admittance. From them you will hear in 
detail what took place — the disorder in which they 
fonnd the apartment — heaps of papers littered the 
floor — letters lay in charred masses upon the hearth 
— the glass of the window was broken, and the marks 
of feet upon the window-sill and the fioor showed that 
some one had entered by that means. Lastly — and 
to this fact you will give your utmost attention — the 
prisoner himself is found with his clothes tom in several 
places; marks of blood are seen upon them, and his 
vrist shows a recent wound, from which the blood 
flows profusely. Although cautioned by the wise fore- 
sight of the learned judge against any rash attempt at 
explanation, or any inad vertont admission which might 
act to his prejudice hereafter, he bursts forth into a 
violent invective upon the mui'derer, and suggests that 
they should mount their horses at once, and scour the 
country in search of him. This counsel being, for 
obvious reasons, rejected, and his plan of escape frus- 
trated, he falls into a moody despondency, and will 
not speak. Shrouding himself in an affected misan- 
ftropj, he pretends to believe Üiat \i^ \ä \\v^ nHrJosss. <2Jl 
some deep'planned treachery — t\iat «äX \^^^^ ^ykjqs?^- 
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stances, whose detail I have given you, have been the de- 
liberate schemes of bis enemies. It is difficult to acc^t 
of tbis explanatioD, Gentlemen of tbe Jtuy ; and, although 
I would be far from diminisbing in llie sligbtest de 
grounds of any valid defence a man so situated maj 
take up, I would caution you against any rasb credulky 
of vague and unsupported assertions; or, at least, to 
weigb tbem well against tbe Statements of trutb-teUing 
witnesses. Tbe prisoner is bound to lay before you a 
narrative of tbat day, from tbe bour of bis leaving 
bome, to tbat of bis retum; — to explain why he 
separated from bis companion, and came back alone by 
a patb be bad never travelled before, and at night; — 
— witb wbat object be entered bis own bouse by the 
window — a feat of considerable difficulty and of some 
danger. His disordered and blood-stained dress — hiß 
wounded band — tbe missing pistol — tbe agitation of 
bis manner wben discovered amid tbe cbarred and toru 
remains of letters — all tbese bave to be accounted for. 
And remember at wbat a moment tbey oecurred! Wbei» 
bis bouse was tbe scene of festivity and rejoicing — 
wben above a tbousand guests were abandoning tbem' 
selves to tbe unbridled enjoyment of pleasure — tbis if 
tbe time tbe bost takes to arrange papers, to destro^ 
letters — to make, in fact, tbose burried arrangement 
tbat men are driven to on tbe eve of eitber fligbt o: 
some desperate undertaking. Bear all tbis in mind 
Gentlemen; and remember tbat, to explain tbese cir 
cumstances, tbe narrative of tbe prisoner must be füll 
coberent, and consistent in all its parts. Tbe Courts o 
Justice admit of neitber reservations nor mysteries. W< 
are bere to investigate tbe trutb., -wbose cause admits o: 
no compromiBe.^* 
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The witnesses for the prosecution were now called 
over and swom. The first examined were some of the 
Mrrants who had overheard the conversation between 
Cashel and Kennyfeck on the moming of leaymg 
Tttbbermore. They differed slightly as to the exact 
eT^pressions tised, bat agreed perfectly as to their 
ge&eral Import: a fact which even the cross-examinatioii 
of Mr. Jones only served to strengthen. Some peasants 
of Dramcoologan were next examined, to show that 
during the day slight differences were constantly occur- 
nog between the parties, and that Cashel had more 
ihan once made nse of the expression, "Have your own 
vay nowy but ere long l'll take mine;" or words very 
simikr. 

The old man who discovered the body, and the 
postilion, were then questioned as to all the details of 
the place, the hour, and the fact; and then Tom Keane 
was called for. It was by him the pistol was picked 
ttp from the drain. The air of reluctance with which 
the witness ascended the table, and the look of affec- 
tionate interest he bestowed upon the dock, were re- 
marked by the whole assemblage. If the countenance 
of the man evinced little of frankness or candour, the 
stealthy glance he threw around him as he took his 
seat showed that he was not deficient in cunning. 

As his examination proceeded, the dogged reluctance 
of his answers, the rugged bluntness by which he 
avoided any clear explanation of his meaning, were 
severely commented on by the Attomey-General, and 
even called forth the dignified censure of the Bench; so 
that the impresion produced by his evidence was, that 
he was endearonring throughout to acx^evi V\a \NQä^^^ 
ÄMD tbe Imputation of a well-merit^ gvwM. 
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The cross-examination now opened, bat withont in 
any way serring to shake the material character of the 
testimony, at the same time that it plaeed in a still 
strenger light the attachment of the witness to the 
prisoner. Cashel, hitherto inattentive and indifiPerent to 
all that was going forward, became deeply interested 
as Üus examination proceeded; his featnres, apathetic 
and heavy before, grew animated and eager, and he 
leaned forward to hear the witness with every sign of 
anxiety, 

The spectators who thronged the Court attributed 
the prisoner^s eagemess to the important nature of the 
testimony, and the close reference it bore to the manner 
of the crime; they little knew the simple truth, thatit 
was the semblance of affection for him — the pretended 
interest in his fate — which touched his lonely heart, 
and kindled there a love of life. 

"That poor peasant, then," said Koland to himselt 
"he, at least, deems me guiltless. I did not think that 
there lived one who cared as much for me!" *. 

With the apparent Intention of showing to the Com* 
and Jury that Keane was not biassed towards his formet 
master, Mr. Jones addressed several questions to him» 
but instead of eliciting the fact, they called forth firoift 
the witness a burst of gratitude and love for him tha^ 
actually shook the building by the applause it excitedi 
and called for the interference of the Bench to repress. 

"You may go down, Sir," said Jones, with th€ 
fretful impatience of a man worsted in a controversy; 
and the witness descended from the table amid the 
Bcarcely suppressed plaudits of the crowd. As he passed 
tbe dockf Cashel leaned Ilotv? «tx^ ^lA ^^x^si^^d. V\iä band 
towards bim. The feUow öa:^w \i^^> «sä. 'öws^ ^«\! 
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"were next liim perceived that a sallow sickly coloar 
Bpiead itself over liis face, and that bis lips became 
bloodless. 

^^Giye me your band, man!^' said Casbel. 

"Ob, Mr. Ca^hel! oh, Sir!" said he, with that 
'whining afPectation of modestj the peasant can so easily 
«Bome. 

**Give me your band, I say," said Casbel, firmly, 
*% honest grasp will make me think better of the 
World than I bave done for many a day." 

The fellow made the effort, but with such signs of 
inward terror and trepidation that he seemed like one 
nady to faint; and wben bis cold and nerveless band 
quitted CasbeFs, it feil powerless to bis side. He 
moved now qnickly forward, and was soon lost to sight 
in the dense throng. 

The next witnesses examined were the group wbo, 
Wded by the Chief Justice, had entered CasbeFs room. 
If they all spoke guardedly, and with great reserve, as 
to the manner of the prisoner, and the construction 
they would feel disposed to put upon the mode in 
which he received them, they agreed as to every detail 
and every word spoken with an accuracy that pro- 
foundly impressed the Jury. 

The magistrate, Mr. Goring, as having taken the 
inost active part in the proceedings, was subjected to a 
long and searcbing cross-examination by Jones; wbo 
appeared to imply that some private source of dislike 
to Casbel had been the animating cause of bis zeal in 
this instance. 

Altbougb not a single fact arose to give a shade of 
Bohar to tbi's saspicion, the lawyex cYvxn^ \.o Si V">J^^^ 
pecüli&r pertiuacity tbat ofteu esta\)\is\ieÄ ^^y ^^iäN«bRä 
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when it falls in proof; and so pointedlj and directly 
last, that the leamed Judge feit bound to inteifere, an 
observe, that nothing in the testimony of the respede 
witness could lay any ground for the Insinuation Üifow: 
out by the counsel. 

Upon this there ensued one of those sharp alterca 
tions between Bench and Bar which seem the "comple 
jnent" of every eventfiil trial in Ireland; and which 
after a brief contest, usually leave both the combatanti 
excessively in the wrong. 

The present ease was no exception to this rule 
The Judge was heated and imperious — the Counse 
flippant in all the insolenee of mock respect — an( 
ended by the stereotyped panegyric on the "glorioui 
sanctity that invests the counsel of a defence in a cri 
minal action — the inviolability of a pledge which n( 
member of the bar could suffer to be suUied in hii 
person" — and a great many similar fine things, which 
if not "briefed" by the attomey, are generally paidfo: 
by the dient! The skrimmage ended, as it ever doefi 
by a Salute of honour; in which each, while averrinj 
that he was incontestably right, bore testimony to th 
conscientious scruples and delicate motives of the othei 
and at last they bethought them of the business f( 
which they were there, and of him whose fate for li 
or death was on the issue. The examination of lA 
Gering was renewed. 

"You have told us, Sir," said Jones, "that ii 
mediately after the terrible tidings had reached Tubb< 
more of Mr. Kennyfeck's death, that suspicion seem< 
at once to tum on Mr. Gashel. Will you explain th 
or at leäst let us hear lio'w you <i«sv «Ä,<i.ws5Ä. ^«rä ^ <»; 

cümstmce so stränge? ^^ 
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"I did not gay as much as you have inferred," re- 
Ued Goring. "I merely observed that Mr. Oashers 
ame became most singularly mixed np with the event, 
.nd romonrs of a difference between him and bis agent 
?ere buzzed about" 

^^Migbt not this mention of Mr. Gasbers name bave 
proceeded froni an anxious feeling on the part of bis 
friends to know of bis safety?" 

"It migbt." 

"Are you not certain tbat it was so?" 

"In one instance, certainly. I remember that a 
gentleman at once drew onr attention to the necessity 
of seeing aiPter bim." 

"Who was tbis gentleman?" 

"Mr. Linton — a near intimate and friend of Mr. 
Cashel." 

"And be suggested that it would be proper to take 
Steps for Mr. Casbers safety?" 

"He did so." 

"Was anytbing done in consequence of tbat advice?" 

"Notbing, I believe. The State of confdsion tbat 
prevailed — the terror tbat pervaded every side — 
the dreadfiil scenes enacting around us, prevented our 
foUowing up the matter with all the foresigbt wbich 
ttuglit be desired." 

"And, in fact, you sought relief from the unsettled 
distraction of your thougbts, by fixing the crime upon 
some one — even thougb be sbould prove, of all as- 
sembled tbere, the least likely?" 

"We did not attaeb anytbing to Mr. Casbers dis- 
hvoar until we discovered that lie 'waÄ \tl\v\?> ^x^mss.^ 
^om, and ia the manner already BtateÖL.'' 
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"But you certainly jumped to your conclusion by 
a sudden bound?'^ 

"It would be fairer to say that our tboughts con* 
verged to the same Impression at the same time/' 

"Wliere is tbis Mr. Linton? Is he among the li«t 
of your witnesses, Mr. Attorney?" 

"No, we bave not called bim." 

"I tbougbt as mucb!" said Jones, sneeringly, "aal 
yet the Omission is singular, of one wbose name is so 
frequently mixed up in tbese proeeedings. He might 
prove an inconvenient witness." 

A sligbt murmur bere ran tbrougb the Court; and 
a gentleman, advancing -4o tbe bar, wbispered sodm 
words to tbe Attorney- General, wbo, rising, said: 

''My Lord, I am just tbis instant informed that Mr. 
Liuton is dangcrously ill of fever at bis bouse neu 
Dublin. My Informant adds, that no hopes are ente^ 
tained of bis recovery." 

"Was be indisposed at tbe period in which my 
learned friend drew up tbis case? or was tbere any in" 
tention of summoning bim bere for examination?" asked 
Jones. 

"We did not require Mr. Linton's testimony," re* 
plied tbe Attorney-General. 

"It can scaicely be inferred that we feared it," saiä 
a junior barrister, "since tbe first palpable evidences 
that implicated tbe prisoner were discovored by Mr. 
Linton: the wadding of tbe pistol — part of a letter 
in Mr. CasbeVs own bandwriting — and the traeks co^ 
responding witb bis boots." 

"Tbis is all most irregulär, my Lord," broke in 

Jones f esgerly, "Hexe ai^ aXÄ\.«tcÄ?DJv& ^öoct^^w. ^"ol in 

«// tbe loose carelessneaa oi Gow«t^^^vyD.> XaKaiäs.^ xs 
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ipported by evidence. I sabmit that it is impossible 
> offer a defence to a cause conducted in this 
lanner.'^ 

"Youarequiterigbt, Mr. Jones; this is not evidence." 

"But this is,^ myLord!" said the Attomey-Greneral, 
in a heated manner; "and for motives of delicacy we 
might not have used it, if not driven to this course by 
the insinuations of counseL Here is a note in pencil, 
dated from the *Pass of Ennismore / and running thus; 
*Itlooks badly; but I fear you have no other course 
thaii to arrest him. In fact, it is too late for anything 
eise. Consult Malone and Meek.' And this can be 
proved to be in Mr. Linton's handwriting." 

Mr. Cläre Jones did not speak a word as the note 
was handed up to the Bench, and then to the Jury- 
W; he even affected to think it of no importance, and 
did not deign to examine it for himself. 

"You may go down, Mr. Goring," said he, after a 
slight pause, in which he appeared deliberating what 
course to follow. 

Making bis way to the side of the dock, Jones ad- 
diessed himself to Cashel in a low, cautious voice: ; 

"It now remains with you, Mr. Cashel, to decide 
whether you wilj entrust me with the facts on which 
you ground your innocence, or prefer to see yourself 
overwhelmed by adverse testimony." 

Cashel made no reply, but leaned his head on bis 
band in deep thought. 

"Have you any witnesses to call?" whispered Jones. 
"Shall we try an alibi?" 

Cashel did not answer. 

"Wha^ J8 your defence, Sir, in oivft 'Wötök.T'' %sSb.ä 
hues, shorüjr^ 
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"I am not guilty," said Cashel, slowly, "but I 
not expect others to believe me so." 

'^ Is your defence to rest upon that bare assertion 
asked the lawyer; but Boland did not seem to he 
the question, as, folding bis arms, be stood erect in t 
dock, bis attention to all appearance bestowed upon t 
ceremonial of the Court. 

Jones , at once tuming to the Bencb , expressed 1 
regret that, neither being able, from the sbortness 
the time, to obtain proper information on the case, o 
being bonoured by the confidence of the accused, '. 
must decline the task of commentiBg on the evidenc 
and would only entreat the Jury to weigh the testimoi 
they had heard with a merciful disposition, and wherev 
discrepancies and doubts occurred, to give the ftdl bei 
fit of such to the prisoner. 

"You have no witnesses to call?" asked the Jud| 

"I am told there are none, my Lord," said Joni 
with an accent of resignation. 

A brief coUoquy, in a low voice, ensued betwe 
the Crown lawyers and Cläre Jones, when, at lengi 
a well-known barrister rose to address the Jury for t 
prosecution. The gentleman who now claimed the 
tention of the Court was one who, not possessing eid 
the patient habits of study, or that minute attention 
technical detail which constitute the legal mind, w« 
fluent, easy Speaker, with an excellent memory, and 
thorough knowledge of the stamp and temperament 
the men that usually fill a Jury-box. He was eminenl 
populär with that class, on whom he had often bestoiv 
^all tbe flatteries of bis exa^\ ääsvkcvxl^ "^^^sl ^^dsa^^ 
''order'' was the bone an^ »m«^ ^^ \>sÄ\sfiQäL^ «aSk 
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r proudest boast as a nation vas in the untitled 
ility of commerce." 

His whole address on the present oecasion tended 
ihow that the mnrder of Mr. Kenn3rfeck was one 
>iig the many instances of the unbridled licence and 
mny assumed by the aristoeracy over the middle 
ks. 

Mr. Kennyfeck was no bad subjeet for such enlo- 
m as he desired to bestow. He was the father of a 
dly — a well-known Citizen of Dublin — a grave, 
ite-cravated , pompons man, of respectable exterior, 
rsLjs seen at vestries, and usually heading the lists 
pT.bUe charitie8. Cashel was the yeiy antithesis to 
this: the reckless squanderer of accidentally-acquired 
alth — the wayward and spoiled child of fortune, 
kh the tastes of a Bnecaneer and the means of a 
ince, snddenly thrown into the world of fashion. 
hat a terrible ordeal to a mind so untrained — to 
;emper so unbridled! and how fearfuUy had it told 
on him! After commenting upon the evidence, and 
)wing in what a continuous chain eaeh event was 
ked with the other — how consistent were all — 
w easily explicable every circumstance, he remarked 
i the whole case had biit one solitary difficulty; and 
tiongh that was one which weighed more in a moral 
n a legal sense, it required that he should dwell a 
'' moments upon it. 

"The criminal law of our land, Gentlemen of the 
y, is satisfied with the facts which establish guilt or 
ocence, without requiring that the motives of ac-. 
ed parties should be too closely scrutinised. Crim^ 
sists, o£ course, of the spirit in which a guilty acti^ea 
9i2e; bat the law wisely infers tTiat «t goSVX^.vTj ^s*.- 
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thc evidence of a guilty spirit; and therefore, althongh 
tliere may be circumstances to extennate the criminalitj 
of an act, the offence before the law is the same; and 
the fact, the great fact, that a man has killed his Mo^ 
man, is what constitates murder. 

"I have Said that this case has bnt one difficdtj; 
and tliat is, the possible motive which could hav3 led 
to the fatal act. Now , this wonld present itself as a 
considerable obstacle if the relations between the partiea 
were such as we happily witness them in every county 
of this island, where the proprietor and his agent are 
persons linked, by the sacred Obligation of duty, and 
the frequent intercourse of social life, into the dosest 
friendship. 

"Tbat blood should stain the bonds of such brothe^ 
hood would be scarcely credible — and even when 
credible, inexplicable; it would be repugnant to all our 
senses to conceive an act so unnatural. But was the 
present a similar case? or rather, was it one exactly 
the opposite? You have heard that repeated differences 
occurred between the parties, amounting even to alter 
cations. Mr. Hoare's evidence has shown you that Mr 
Cashers extravagance had placed him in difficulties o 
no common kind; his demands for money were inces 
sant, and the utter disregard of the cost of obtainin 
it is almost beyond belief The exigence on one sid< 
the manly resistance on the other, must have led 1 
constant misunderstanding. But these were not tl 
only circumstances that contributed to a feeling < 
^strangement, soon to become something still moi 
p^rilous. And here I pause to ask myself how far 
.alT warranted in disclosing facts of a private natur 
"ordei^^ in their bearing they \iav^ «n Y«i^w\».\i.\. x^ 
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ion» to the case before us! Tt is a question of great 
Ldieacy; and were it not that the etcmal interests of 
rmth and Justice transcend all others, I might slirink 
bom the Performance of a task which, considered in a 
merelj personal point of view, is deeply distressing. 
But it is not of one so humble as myself of whom there 
11 a question here: the issue is, whetlier a maü^s blood 
ihould be spilled, and no expiation be madc for it?" 

The counsel after this entered into a discursive kind 
of narrative of Cashel's intimacy with the Kennyfeck 
fdmily , with whom he had been for a time domesticated ; 
tnd after a mass of plausible gencralities , wound up 
by an imputed charge that he had won the affections 
of the younger daughtcr, who, with the consent of her 
parents, was to become bis wife. 

"It will not seem stränge to you, Gentlemen," said 
he, "that I have not called to that table as a witness 
either the widow or the orphan to prove these facts, 
or that I have not subjected their sacred sorrows to the 
nide assaults of a cross-examination. You will not 
think the worse of me for this reserve: nor shall I ask 
of you to give my Statements the value of swom 
evidence: you will hear them, and decide what value 
they possess in leading you to a true understanding of 
this case. 

"I have said, that if a regulär pledge and promise 
of marriage did not bind the parties, something which 
B considered equivalent among persons of honour did 
exist, and that by their mutual acquaintances they 
were regarded as contracted to each other. Mr. Cashel 
made her splendid and expensive presents, which had 
never heen aceepted save for ibe iA«^\!\cyö& \i^N:^^^3CL 
*hem; be distinguisbed her on a\\ oc;<i«Ä\QXÄ V5 «*-- 
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clusive attention, and among his Mends he spoke 
his approaching maniage as a matter fixed and dei 
mined on. In this State of things a discoveiy tc 
place, whicli at once served to display the character 
the young gentleman, and to rescue the family fr 
one of the very deepest, because one of the most 
remediable of all calamities. Infonnation reaehed the 
accompanied by such circumstances as left no doubt 
its veracity, that this Mr. Cashel had been married 
ready, and that his wife, a young Spanish lady, w 
still alive, and residing at the Havannah. 

"I leave you to imagine the misery which this » 
announcement produced in that circle, where, untii 
entered it, happiness had never been disturbed. It 
not necessary that I should dwell upon the distn) 
this cruel treachery produced: with its consequeqr 
alone we have any concern here; and these war 
gradual estrangement — a refusal, calm but fixD 
receive Mr. Cashel as before; an intimation that 
knew of circumstances which, from delicacy to 
they would never advert to openly, but which m« 
once bar all the contemplated relations: and, to 
sad, humiliating alternative, he submitted! 

"To avoid the slanderous stories which gossip woi 
be certain to put in circulation, they did not decli 
the invitation they had before accepted to visit Tubl) 
more: they came, however, under the express stipi 
tion that no close intimacy was ever to be resun 
between Mr. Cashel and themselves; he was not e^ 
to use the common privilege of a host — to visit il 
in their own apartments. That this degree of c 
distance was maintained. Vi^tTw^^xi \Jciföai^ <iw every 
casjoB, all the guesta aa^etckNAft^ «X. nJ^ä Vw^sä 
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testify; and he neither joined their party in carriage 

nor on horseback. Perhaps, this interdiction was cät- 

ried out witli too rigid a discipline; perhaps, the cold 

leserve they maintained had assumed a character of 

insult, to one whose blood still glowed with the fire 

of sonthem associations ; perhaps, some circumstance 

with which we are unacquainted , contribiited to render 

this estrangement significant, and consequently painful 

I to a man who could not brock the semblance of a 

■ cbeck. It is needless to ask how or whence originating, 

L Bince we can see in the fact itsolf cause sufficient for 

^ indignant reproof on one side, for a wounded self-love 

tad tamished honour on the other. 

\ "Are we at a loss for such motives, then, in the 

^resence of facts like these? Ask yourselves, Is a 

^toin, bred and trained up in all the riotons freedom of 

V Bervice scarcely above the rank of piracy — ac- 

utomed to the lawless licence of a land where each 

ikes the law with his own right band - is such a 

n one to bear a slight with patient Submission, or to 

ibmit to an open shame in tarne obedience? Can you 

ÄOt easily imagine how all the petty differences of 

opiiiion they might have had were merely skirmishes 

in front of that line where deeper and graver feelings 

Btood in battle array? Can you suppose that, however 

ruled over by the ordinary courtesies of life, this youth 

Bourished his plans of ultimate revenge, not only upon 

tbose who refused with indignation his traitorous alli- 

anee, but who were the depository of a secret that 

must interdict all views of marriage in any other 

quarter?" 



^o/a,tif Cashel, I/L \^ 
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CHAPTER XYI. 

Equal to cither fortune. — Eugens Aram. 

As the Crown Counsel sat down, a low munniff 
ran through the Court, whose meaning it would be 
difficult to define; for, if the greater number present 
were carried away by the indignant eloquence of the 
pleader, to believe Cashel a hai-dened criminal, sone 
few still seemed to cling to hi^ si4e, and bent theff 
eyes towards the dock with looks of sympathy and 
comfort. And oh! how little know they, whose eyes 
are beaming with the bright spark that warms their 
generous hearts, what loadstars are they to him who 
Stands alone, forsaken, and accused in the criminal 
dock! What a resting-place does the weary and tired 
soul feel that glance of kindly meaning! How doeß it 
speak to bis bruised and wounded spirit of hope and 
charity! What energy will it impart to the fast-faiüng 
courage! what self-respect and self-reliance to him who, 
a few moments back, was sinking beneath the abäse- 
ment of despair! 

Such was the effect now produeed upon Eolani 
Cashel. The array of circumstances, so formidaUy 
marshalled by bis accuser, had completely overwhehned 
him; the consciousness of innocence failed to support 
him against the feeling which he saw spreading like 
a mist around him, Against the accusation — against 
its fearful penalty — bis own stout heart could sustun 
him; but how bear up against the contempt and die 
abhorrence of bis feUow-men! Under the emshiog 
weight of this shame he was sinking fast, when ^ 
stray g'lance — a cbaiiee ex^x^imovi. -q^ ioterest, like 
sunUght Piercing a daiV dou^ — ^«^^ ^t^tssää "^^ 
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as not lost He feit that there were yet some wbo 
)d to believe him guiltless, and that all gympathy 
im had not yet died out. 

Does the prisoner desiro to avail himseK of the 
ege he possesses to call witnesses to character?^ 
l the Judge. 

No, my Lord," said Cashel, firmly, but respect- 
"Since my accession to fortune, my life has 
passed for the most part in what is called the 
ionable world ; ^ and , from what I have seen of it, 
ocicty does not seem rieh in those persona whose 
lendations, were they to give them, would weigh 
ly with your Lordship. Besides, they could say 
to my praise, which the leamed coonsel has not 
dy Said to my disparagement — that I had thf3 
Land of wealth, and squandered it without taste 
vithout credit." 

'ew and insignificant as were these words, the 
and fearless mode of their delivery, the manly 
y of him who spoke them, seemcd to produce a 
favourable impression throughout the Court, which 
pidly reacted upon Cashel; for now the embers 
pe were fanned, and abeady glowed into a slight 
r. 

The prisoner having waived his privilege, my 
," said the Attomey-General, "I beg to obsenre 
;he case is now closed." 

Is it too late, then, my Lord, for me to address 
'' words to the Jury?" asked Eoland, calmly. 
What say you, Mr. Attomey-Greneral?" asked the 
e. 

Your Lordship knows far \)ett»«c \5a»Ä \^ ^ömöI^ \si 
fs the Court at this stage oi ^<ö ^x^ÄRÄ&ßW^^ 
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would be to concede the right of reply — and, in fact, 
of speaking twice; since the prisoner's not having 
availed himself of the fitting occasion to comment on 
the evidence , gives him not the slightest pretension to 
usurp another one." 

"Such is the law of the case," said the Judge, 
solemnly. 

"I have nothing to observe against it, my Lord," 
Said Cashel. "If I have not availed myself of the pri- 
vilege accorded to men placed as I am, I mnst only 
submit to the penalty my pride has bronght upon me 
— for it was pride, my Lord. Since that, however, 
another, and I hope a higher pride has animated me, 
to vindicate my character and my fame; so that, at 
some future day — a long future it may be — when 
the trae facts of this dark mystery shall be brought to 
light, a more cautioiis spirit will pervade men^s minds 
as to the guilt of him assailed by circumstantial evi- 
dence. It might be, my Lord, that all I could addoee 
in my own behalf would weigh little against the weigbt 
of accusations, which even to myself appear terribly 
consistent. I know, for I feel, how hard it would be 
to accept the cold unsupported narrative of a prisoner, 
in which many passages might occur of doubtfxil pro- 
bability, some of even less credit, and some again of | 
an obscurity to which even he himself could not affbrd 
the clue; and yet, with all these difficulties, enhanced 
tenfd^d by my little knowledge of the forms of a Court, 
and my slender capacity, I regret, my Lord, that I 
am unable to address the few words I had intended to 
the Jury — less, believe me, to avert the shipwreck 
ibat awaits myself, tban to \ift «^ \i^^<yvcL \ö ^^tql<^ other 
wbo^maj he as solitary anä. uxÄnftxÄRÄ. ^a'V. ^aaT 
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These words, delivered witli much feeling, but in 
a spirit of calm determination, seemed to thrill through 
tbe entire assemblage; and even the senior Judge 
»topped to confer for some minutes with bis brotber on 
the bencb, in evident besitation wbat course to adopt 
At lengtb be said — 

"However we may regret tbe course you bave 
followed in tbus depriving yourself of tbat legitimate 
fefence tbe Constitution of our country provides, we 
See no sufficient reason to deviate from tbe common 
Order of proceeding in like cases. I will now, tbere- 
fore, address tbe Jury, wj^o bave already beard your 
words, and will accord tbem any consideration tbey 
may merit" 

"It may be, my Lord," said Casbel, "tbat evidence 
so strongly imbued witb probability may induce tbe 
gentlemen in tbat box to believe me guilty, in wbicb 
case, I understand, your Lordsbip would address to me 
the formal question, *If I bad anytbing to say wby 
sentence of deatb sbould not be passed upon me.' Now, 
if I am rigbtly informed, any observations of a prisoner 
at sucb a moment are regarded rather in tbe ligbt of 
petitions for mercy, tban as explanations or corrections 
of falsebood. I bave, tberefore, only now to say, tbat, 
whatever decision you may come to, tbe Court sball 
not be troubled fiirtber witb interference of mine." 

Tbe Judge bowed sligbtly, as if in reply to tbis, 
and began bis cbarge ; but the Foreman of tbe Jury, ' 
leaaing forward, said tbat bis fellow-jurors bad desired 
him to ask, as a favour to tbemselves, tbat tbe prisoner 
Jii}ght he heard. A short confereuce «ivaxxft^ \i^\z^^^ö. 
^e Bencb and the Crown Counsel, w\iic\i e^ÖÄ^Xs^ "ösä 
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permission being accorded; and now Cashel rose to 
address the Court 

"I will not," Said he, "abuse the time of this Conit 
by any irrelevant matter, nor will I advert to a Single 
eircumstance foreign to the substance of the cbarge 
against me. I purpose simply to give a n^uradve of 
the last day I passed with my poor fiiend, and to 
leave on record this detail as the solemn protestadoi 
of innocence of one who has too little to live for, to 
fear death." 

With this brief preface he began a regulär histoiy 
of that eventful day, from the hour he had started from 
Tubbermore in Company with Mr. Kennyfeck. 

The reader is already familiär with every step and 
eircumstance of that period, so that it is not necessaiy 
we should weary him by any recapitulation ; enough if 
we say that Cashel proceeded, with a minuteness devoid 
of all prolixity, to mention each fact as it occurred, 
commenting as he went on, upon the evidence already 
given, and explaining its Import without impugning it8 
truth. Juries are ever disposed to listen favourably to 
a Speaker who brings to bis aid no other allies than 
candour and frankness, and who, without pretensions 
to legal acuteness, narrates facts with clear and distink- 
tive precision. Leaving him, therefore, still speaking, 
and by the irresistible force of truth gradually winning 
upon bis hearers, let us quit tlie Court for a brief time 
and passing through the crowded space before th( 
doors, traverse the town, densely thronged by curioui 
and eager visitors. We do not mean to linger witi 
them, nor overhear the comments they passed npoi 
tbe evenifal seene beside t^^in.'. qvä \sv3&vdäs» S& ^^>^ 
mile off, at a small pu\>\ic,-\io\\aö «J^ ^ ^«^ ^!^«ä«» 
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om the road-side, nsually frequented by cattle-dealcrs 
id the costomers at the weekly markets. Here, in a 
leanly-furnished room, where, for it was now evening, 
common dip candle shed its lugubrious yellow light 
pon the mde appliances of yulgar life, sat a mau, 
rhose eager expectancy was marked in eveiy liue of 
is figore« Every now and then he would arise from 
is chair, and, Screening the candle from the wind, 
>pen the window to look out 

The night was dark and gusty: drifting rain beat 
.t interyals against the glass, and seemed the fore- 
unner of a greater storm. The individual we have 
poken of did not seem to care for, if he even noticed, 
he inclemency; he brushed the wet from bis bushy 
)eard and moustaches with indifference, and beut bis 
'91 to listen to the sounds upon the road in deepest 
jaraestness. At last the sound of horses' feet and 
^heels was heard rapidly approaching, and a car drove 
ip to the door, from which a man, wrapped up in a 
oose frieze coat, descended, and quickly mounted the 
itairs. As he reached the landing, the door of the 
oom was thrown wide, and the other man, in a low, 
)ut distinct voice, said, "Well, what news?" 

"All right," Said he of the frieze coat,.as throwing 
>ff the wet garment, he discovered the person of Mr. 
31are Jones. "Nothing could possibly go better; my 
!ro8s-examination clinched Keane^s evidence completely, 
lad no Jury could get over it." 

"I almost wish you had let him alone," said the 
>ther, gruffly, and in evident discontent; "I foresee that 
he gympathy the scoundrel affected will be troublesome 
O US jret " 

"/ bave no feaxa on that head ,'^ T^ij'^'eäL ^'^ ^"^^^n 
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coufidently. "The facts are there, and Crankle's speecA 
to evidence ripped him up in a terrific manner/' 

"Did he allude to the Spanish girl?" 

"He did, and with great effect" 

"And the Kilgoff affair — did he bring *My Lady' 
up for judgment?" 

"No. The Attorney-General positively forbade all 
allusion to that business/^ 

"Oh, indeed!" said the other, with a savage sneer, 
"*The Court' was too sacred for such profanation!" 

"I think he was right, too," said Jones. "The 
Statement could never have been brought to bear upon 
the case before the Court. It would have been a mere 
episode outside of the general history, and just aa 
likely impress the Jury with the opinion that all the 
charges were trumped up to gain a conviction in any 
way." 

The other paused, and seemed to reflect for soiae 
minutes, when he sai^, "Well, and what are they »^ 
now?'' 

"When I left, the Court had just refused CasheV 
demand to address the Jury. The Chief Baron ha-* 
ruled against him, and, of course, the charge is no^ 
being pronounced. As I knew how this must run, 
took the opportunity of Coming over here to see you* 

"A/y name was but once mentioned, you teil me, 
said the other, in an abrupt manner. 

"It was stated that you were dangerously ill 
without hope of recovery," said Jones, faltering, anc 
with evident awkwardness. 

"And not alluded to again?" asked the other 
whom tbere is no need o? caWixi^ Mx. \A\i\j5tcL, 

**¥e0 once — passingly,''' a»^^ ionasjÄ, ^'C^ Hait^RSKös 
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"How do jou mean, passingly?^^ asked Linton, in 
anger. 

"The Crown Lawyets brought forward that note of 
yours firom Ennismore." 

Linton daslied bis closed fist against tbe table, and 
vttered a borrible and blaspbemous oatb. 

"Some bungling of yours, 111 be swom, brougbt 

tliis about," Said be, savagely; "some piece of that 

«droit cbicanery tbat always recoils upon its projector." 

"I'U not endure tbis language, Sir," said Jones. "I 

done more to serve you tban any man would 

We stooped to in my profession. Unsay tbese words." 

"I do unsay tbem — I ask pardon for tbem, my 

'iear Jones. I never meant tbem seriously," said Lin- 

•on, in tbat fawning tone be could so well assume. 

'You ongbt to know me better tban to tbink tbat /, 

^ho bave swom solemnly to make your fortune, could 

txtertain sucb 'an opinion of you. Teil me now of 

^. Did Casbel say anytbing as tbe note was read?" 

"Not a syllable." 

"How did be look?" 

"He smiled sHgbtly." 

"Ab, be smiled I" said Linton, growing pale; "be 
töiled! He can do tbat wben be is most determined." 
"Wbat avails all bis determination now? No 
^arrative of bis can sbake tbe testimony wbicb tbe 
'ross-examination bas confirmed. It was a masterstroke 
^f yours, Mr. Linton, to tbink of supplying bim witb 
counsel." 

Linton smiled superciliously, as tbougb be was 
aceustomed to bigber fligbts of treacbery tban tbis. 
"So, ihen,^^ said be, at lengtbi, "you Ä^i^y ^«^ <iÄSÄ»Ssi 
«Sraag- against him ? " 
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"It could scarcely be stronger." 

"And tlie feeliug — how is the feeling of the Court?' 

"Variable, I should say; in the galleries, and 
among the fashionably-dressed part of the assemblage, 
inclined somewhat in his favour." 

"How? Did not the charge of attempted bigamj 
teil against him with his fair allies?^^ 

"Not so much as I had hoped." 

"What creatures women are!" said Linton, holdiog 
up his hands. "And how are they betting? What says 
Frobisher?" 

"He affeets to think it no case for odds; he says 
there's a little fellow in the Jury-box never was khown 
to say ' Guilty; " 

"A scheme to win money — a stale trick, my Lord 
Charles!" muttered Linton, contemptuously ; "but IVe 
no objection to hedge a little, for all that." 

"I must be going," said Jones, looking at In» 
watch; "the charge will soon be over, and I must look 
to the proceedings." 

"Will they be long in deliberation, think you?" 
asked Linton. 

"I suspect not-, they are all weary and tired. It is 
now ten o'clock." 

"I thought it later," said Linton, thonghtfolly; 
"time lags heavily with him whose mind is in expeo- 
tancy. Hark! there is some one below talking of 
the trial!" He opened the door to listen. "Wha* 
says he?" 

"He speaks of Cashel as still addressing the Court 
Can they have consented to hear him after all?" 
Ä fearfal curse broke &0TDL\ia:L\^\i^ «si^ ^ ^losed 
tbe door noiselessly. 
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te to this, Jones; see to it speedily. My mind 
s me that something will go wrong." 
)u saj that you know him thoroughly, and that 
jr would — " 

), no," broke in Linton, passionately ; "hell not 
jne tittle of his word, even to save his lifel 
le promised me that all should be secret between 
made no reservations , and yonll see that he'll 
.11 himself of such privileges now. I do know' 
•roughly. 

len what, or whence, is your feitr?- 
ton made no other answer than a gestture of his 
nplying some vague and indistinet dread. "But 
Lid he,, "and go quickly. You ought never to 
ft the Court. Had you remained, perhaps this 
aave been prevented. If all goes right, you'U 
by daybreak at furthest, and Keane along wiih 
ake care of that, Jones; don't lose sight of him. 
: — we are unfortunate — and do you think 
►ssible?" 

rerything is possible with a Jury." 
nie," said he, thoughtfully ; "it js an issue we 
never have left it to. But away; hasten back. 
Eleaven! only to think how much hangs upon 
:t half hour!" 

3 Cashel, you mean?" said Jones, as he pre- 
limself for the road. 

o; I mean to me, I do know him thoroughly; 
11 I know the earth would be too narrow to 
)on, were that man once more free and at 



» 



hjs eagemess for Jones' 8 depÄitac^^ \ä ^^as^ssä^ 
bim ßrom the room; and tixen., ^^ätl^ä^sä^ 
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dosed and locked the door again, he sat down beside 
the low flickering iire, and as the fitful light plajed 
upon his features, all the äppliances of disguise he wore 
could not hide the terrible ravages that long corroding 
anxiety had inade in him. Far more did he resemble 
the arraigned criminal than he who now stood in the 
•!;•« V,*iand with a cheek blanched only by imprisonmeni^ 
W4 . -"1 v.^Ti. collected, and erect — "Equal to either 
tcnune. 

JaiiLi»^ Iiai of*H,n feit all the terrible suspenso which 
makes tiio I' . Ilse or the ITell of the gambler: he had 
known what ±1 ^a»« tö have hia whole fortune on the 
issue, at a moment wJu'n the rusiiins: mob of horsemen 
and foot concealed the winnin«;" iiorse firom view, and 
mingled in their mad cheers the nabies of those wkose 
victory had been his ruin and disgrace. He had 
watched the rolling die, on whose surface, as it tumed, 
all he owned in the world was staked; he had sat 
gazing on the unturned cärd, on which his destiny was 
already written; — and yet all these moments of 
agonising suspense were as nothing compared to that j 
he now suffered, as he sat with bent-down head trying 
to catch the sounds, which from time to time the wind 
bore along from the town. 

As if to feed his mind with hope, he would recapi- 
tulate to himself all the weighty and damnatory detsuls 
which environed Cashel, and which, by their singular 
consistency and coherence, seemed irrefutable. He 
would even reckon them upon his fingers, as so many 
"chances against him." He would try to imagine him- 
self one of the Jury, listening to the evidence and the 
Charge; and asked himaeli ''^wex^ \\. ^^%^\Vil<a to reject 
sach proofs?^^ He pkturft^ to \3cä \xfisÄL ^^^äösös. ^ät 
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dresshig tbe Court with all that rash and impetnous 
eloquence so characteristic of hira, and which, to more 
trained and sober tempers, would indicate a nature 
litüe subject to tbe cold discipline of restraint; and 
firom all tbese speculative drearas be wonld start siid- 
denly up, to lean out of tbe window and listen. Otber 
thotigbts, too, would cross bis mind, scarcely l^^s dis- 
tracting. Wbat would become of bimself sbould Casbel 
escape? Wbitber sbould be retire? If, at oile moment, 
he half resolved to "stand bis p-ound" in tbe world, 
and trust to bis consummate skill in secret calumny to 
min bim, anotber reflection sbowed, tbat Casbel would 
not play out tbe game on tbese conditions. A duel, in 
vhich one at least must fall, would be inevitable; and 
althougb tbis was an ordeal be bad braved oftener 
tban most men, be bad no courage to dare it now. 
Througb all tbis tangled web of barassing bope and 
fear, regrets deep and poignant entered, tbat be bad 
Bot worked bis ruin by slower and safer steps. "I 
fflight bave been botb Judge and Jury — ay, and 
Executioner, too," muttered be, "bad I been patient." 
And bere be gave a low sardonic laugb. "When tbe 
hour of confiscation came, I migbt bave played tbe 
Crown's part also." But so is it: tbere is no balting 
in tbe downward course of wickedness; tbe very plead- 
ings of self-interest cannot save men from tbe commis- 
sion of Cnmesj by wbicb tbey are to bide FoUifs 

Tbe slow bours of tbe nigbt dragged beavily on; 
Ihe fire bad gone out, and tbe candle too — unnoticed, 
and Linton sat in tbe dark, brooding over bis gloomy 
tbougbts. At one moment be woiild start up, and 
wonder if the whole were not a temW^ ^i^^xss. — *^^ 
nightmare o£ bis own imaginatiou-^ «.Xi^öi \\. ^^ä <s^ 
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after an effort he remembered wliere he was, and vi 
what ol^ject. He could not see bis wateb to teil i 

f hour, but he knew it must be late, since tbe fire h 
long since died out, and tbe room was cold and ehi 
Tbe agonj of expectation became at last too great 
endure; be feit bis waj to tbe door and passed oi 
and groping down tbe narrow stair, reacbed tbe (mt 
door, and tbe road. 

All was dark and lonely; not a sound of borsems 
or foot-traveller broke tbe dreary stillness of tbe hon 
as Linton, nrged on by an Impulse be could n^ 
restrain, took bis way towards tbe town. Tbe distam 
was scarcelj above a mile, but bis progress was slo^ 
for tbe road was wet and slippery, and tbe darkne 
very great. At last be reacbed tbe long stragglii 
suburb, witb its interminable streets of wretcbed bovel 
but even bere none were yet astir, and not a ligbt wi 
^" Seen to glimmer. To tbis succeeded tbe narrow stree 
of tbe town itself — wbere, at long intervals, a dusl 
yellow baze glimmered by way of lampligbt. Stoppii 

' beneatb one of tbese, Linton examined bis watcb, ai 
found tbat it was near five o'clock. Tbe lateness 
tbe bour, and tbe unbroken stillness on every side, h 
induced bim to believe tbat "all was over," a 
CasbeVs fate sealed for good or evil; but tben Jor 
would bave bastened back to bring tbe tidings! Tb( 
could not be a doubt on tbis bead. TJrged onward 
greater speed by emotions wbicb now were scarce si 
portable, be traversed street after street in firantic bas 
wben suddenly, on turning a comer, be came in fi« 
of a large building, from wbose Windows, dimmed 
steam, a ^eat blaze of li^bt v&%u<Q.d^ and feil in lo 

eolumna upon tEe "Square^'' \u ^ot&. K^^i^fe^ ^ 
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f human figores crowded the wide doorway, bi|t 
ere sileut and motionless all. Within ihe Court, 
e stillness was unbroken; for as Linton listened 
Id now hear a cough, which resounded through 
ilding. 

he Jury are in deliberation," thought he, and sat 
lipon the Step of a door, his eyes riveted upon 
art-house, and his heart beating so that he could 
ts strokes. Not far from him, as he sat there, 
Y a hundred paces off, within the building, there 
•ther man, waiting with a high throbbing heart 
t Word to be uttered, which should either open 
)r of his prison , or close that of the grave upon 
• ever. The moments of expectancy were terrible 
i! they were life-long agonies distilled to se- 
and he who could live through their pains 
3me forth from the trial a changed man for ever 



CHAPTER XVn. 

Free to go forth onoe more, but oh! 
How changed ! Harold. 

JLIGHT movement in the crowd near the door — 
of waving motion like the quiet surging of the 
seemed to indicate some commotion within the 
and although Linton saw this, and judged it 
as the evidence of something eventfiil about to 
, he sat still to await the result with the dogged 
8 with which he would have awaited death 

we are lesB interested spectetoc^ o^ ^3sä ^m^rssä^ 
7re8ß our wajr through the liteöi «sä. ^"ioasj^i^ 
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crowd that fill the body of the building. And now 
stand beneath the gallery, and immediatelj behinc 
gronp of about half a dozen, whose dress and dem« 
our at once proclaim them of the world of fashi( 
These are Lord Charles Frobisher and his friends, wl 
with memorandura books and time-pieces before the 
sit in eager anxiety, for they have wagei^s on ever 
thing: on the verdict — how the Judge will charge- 
if the prisoner will confess — if he will attempt a d 
fence-, and even the length of time the Jury will sit: 
deliberation , is the siibject of a bet! 

This anxiety was now at its climax, for directly: 
front of them, a small door had just opened, and 
crowd of men entered, and took their seats in tl 
gallery. 

Their grave countenances , marked by watchii 
and eager discussion, at once proclaimed that they we 
the Jury. 

There was a low murraur heard throughout Ü 
Court as they took their seats; and instinctively mai 
an eye was turned towards the dock, to watch how 
bore himself in that trying moment. With a steai 
gaze fixed npon the spot from which his doom was 
be spoken, he stood erect, with arms folded and 1 
head high. He was deathly pale; but not a trace 
anything like fear in the calm lineaments of his mac 
features. 

"The Jury seem very grave," whispered Upton 
Frobisher. 

"I wish that stupid old Judge would bestir hi 
seif," replied Lord Charles, looking at his watch; 
wants foüT minutes to ^^^\ Wll ^ca-t^i^ly be in Co 
before it strikes, and 1 sWW \^^^ «^ ^wä^ 'öcctwi.«^ 
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"Here he comesi — here he comes!" said another; 
«ad the Chief Baron entered the Court, his fieice betray- 
ing that he had been aroused from sleep. 

^^Are you agreed, Gentlemen of the Jiuy?^' asked 
the Judge, in a low voice. 

"Not perfectly, my Lord," said the Foreman. " We 
want your Lordship to decide a point for us: which is 
— If we should be of opinion that any grave provo- 
eation led to the death of Kennyfeck, whether onr 
verdict could be modified, and our finding be, in con- 
sequence, for man-slaughter, and not murder?" 

"The indictment," said the Judge "does not give 
you that Option. It is framed without any count for 
the minor offence. I ought, perhaps, also to observe, 
that nothing has transpired in the evidence given here, 
this day, to Warrant the impression you seem inclined 
to entertain. Your verdict must be one of Guilty or 
Not Guilty." 

"We were of opinion, my Lord," said a Juryman, 
"that great latitude in the expression of temper should 
be conceded to a young man reared and educated as 
the prisoner has been." 

"These sentiments, honourable to you as they are, 
Cftonot be indulged at the expense of justice, however 
they may find a fitting place in a recommendation to 
mercy; and even this must be accompanied by some- 
thing more than sympathies." 

"Well said, old boy!" muttered Frobisher to himself. 
"My odds are looking up again." 

"Li that case, my Lord, we must retire again," 
said the Foreman; and the Jury once more quitted the 
Court, whose occupants at once xeaum^d ^\!L \Xä Vsvss^- 
ging attitades ßrom which the lato aceika "VäÄl «x^^js^sä^ 

Moiamd Cashel. Jli, \^ 
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them. Exhaustion, indeed, bad overcome all save tke 
prisoner himself , who paced the narrow limits of the 
dock with slow and noiseless Steps, raising bis head at 
intervals, to watch the gallery where the Jury were to 
appear. 

In less than half an honr the creakmg of a door 
awoke the drowsy court, and the Jury were seen le- 
entering the box. They continued to talk among each 
other as they took their seats, and seemed like mea 
still under the influence of warm discussion. 

"Not agreed!" muttered Frobisber, looking at bis 
book. "I stand to win, even on that" 

To -the formal question of the Court, the Foreman 
for an instant made no reply, for he was still in eager 
conversation with another Juror. 

"How say you, Gentlemen of the Jury? Are yon 
agreed?" 

"We are, my Lord," said the Foreman; "that isto 
say, some of the Jury have conceded to the rest for the 
sake of a verdict." 

"This does not seem to me like agreement," -inter 
posed the Judge. "If you be not of the same mind, 
it will be your duty to retire once more, and strive by 
the use of argument and reason to bring the minorily 
to your opinion; or in failure of such result, to avow 
that you are not like-minded." 

"We have done all that is possible in that reapect, 
my Lord; and we beg you will receive our verdict." 

"K it be your verdict, Gentlemen," said the Judge, 
"I desire nothing more." 

" We say, Not Guilty, my Lord," said the Foreman 

There was a solemn -^^aw^^ iolWsR^d tke words, anc 
tben a low murmux aioae, ^\aOa. ^«äxsää;:^ «^^äöteÄ^»^ 
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it burst forth into a very clamotur, that only tbe grave 
rebuke of the Bench reduced to the wonted decorum of 
a Court of Justice. 

"I am never disposed, Gentlemen of the Jury, to 

infringe upon the sacred prerogative which environs 

your Office. You are responsible to God and your owu 

eonsciences for the words you have uttered here, thifl 

day; but my duty requires that I should be satisfied 

that you have come to your conclusion by a due under- 

standing of the facts laid before you in evideuce, by 

just and natural inferences from those facts, and by 

weighing well and dispassionately all that you have 

heard, here, to the utter exclusion of anyljiing you 

oiay have listened to, outside of this Court Is your 

veidict in accordance with these conditions?^^ 

"So far, my Lord, as the mysterious circumstances 
of this crime admit, I believe it is. We say *Not 
Guilty,^ firom a £rm conviction on our minds that we 
are saying the truth." 

"Enough," Said the Judge. "Clerk, record the 
Verdict." Then turning to the dock, towards which 
eveiy eye was now beut, he continued: "Koland Cashel, 
a jiuy of your countrymen, solemnly swom to try you 
on the Charge of murder, have this day pronounced you 
'Not Guilty.' You go, therefore, free from this dock, 
to resume that Station you occupied in society, without 
staiü upon your character or blemish upon your fame. 
The swom verdict we have recorded obliterates the 
aecusation. But, for the sake of justice, for the interests 
of the glorious prerogative we possess in Trial by Jury, 
for the sacred cause of Truth itself, I implore you, be- 
fore guittin^ this Court, to unxaveV Üi»^ \3to:^^^ ^^ki'^ÖKÄ 
iarÄ: myatery^ so far as in you lies — Xß ^sä. xs:^ ^^'^ 
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blanks in the narrative you have already given us — 
to confinn, to the extent in yonr power, the justice of 
that sentence by which yon are restored once more to 
the Society of your friends and family. This, I say, is 
now yonr duty; and the example yon will give, inpe^ 
forming it, will reflect credit upon yourself, and do 
Service to the cause of truth, when you, and I, and 
those around ns, shall be no more." 

It was with stronger show of emotion than Cashel 
had yet displayed that he leaned over the dock, and 
Said: 

"My Lord, when life, and something more dian 
life, were in peril, I deemed it right to reserve certain 
details from the notoriety of this Court. I did so, no* 
to involve any other in the suspicion of this gnüt, 
whose author I know not. I did not do so firom any 
eaprice, still less from that misanthropic affectation tb® 
Counsel was ungenerous enough to ascribe to me. * 
believed that I had good and sufficient reasons for the 
course I adopted. I still think I have such. As to ttß 
rest, the discovery of this guilt is now become the duty 
of my life — I owe it to those whose words have set 
me free, and I pledge myself to the duty." 

The Bench now conferred with the Crown Lawye« 
as to the proceedings necessary for the discharge of 
the prisoner; and already the crowds, wearied and ex- 
hausted, began to withdraw. The interest of the scene 
was over-, and in the various expressions of those that 
passed might be read the feelings with which they re- 
garded the result Many reprobated the verdiet as 
against law and all the facts; some attributed the 
^^ßnding^' to the force o{ ea^xic^v^ oXJcäx^^ ^^«a hinted 
tbe baaer motive, that tbiey ^^V^Xi^^^'^^Ä^iMw^^^KÄa. 
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Vho spent liis income at home;^^ and otbers, again; 

Bormised that bribeiy might have liad "something to 

do with it." Few believed in CaslieFs innocence of the 

crime; and even they said notliing, for their convictions 

were more those of impulse tban reason. 

"Wbo conld have thougbt it!" muttered Upton, as, 
with a knot of others, he stood waiting for the crowd 
to pass out. 

Frobisher shrugged bis Shoulders, and went on tot- 
ting a line of figures in bis memorandum-book. 

"Better off than I thougbt!" said he to himself; 
"seven to five taken that he would not plead — eight 
to three, that he would not call Linton. Long odds 
npon time won: lost by verdict four hundred and fifty. 
Well, it might have been worse; and IVe got a lesson 
^ never to trust a Jury." 

"I say, Charley," whispered Upton, "what are you 
going to do?" 

"How do you mean?" 

"Will you go up and speak to bim?" said he, with 
* motion of bis head towards the dock. 

Frobisher*s sallow cheek grew scarlet. Lost and 
dead to every sense of honourable feeling for many a 
day, the well had not altogether dried up; and it was 
with a look of cutting insolence he said: 

"No, Sir; if I did not stand by bim before, TU not 
be the hound to crawl to bis feet now." 

"By Jove! I don't see the thing in that light. He's 
all right now, and there's no reason why we shouldn't 
know bim as we used to do." 

"Are you so certain that he will know yow?" was 
Frohisber'B sbarp reply as he turned away. 

The rast moving throng presfeed fox^axöi^ «jA^«« 
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all were speedily commingled — spectators, lawyen, 
Jurors, witnesses. The spectacle was over, and the 
empty Court stood silent and noiseless, where a few 
moments back human hopes and passions had surged 
like the waves of a sea. 

The great space in front of the Court-house, filled 
for a few moments bj the departing crowd, grew speedilj 
silent and empty — for day had not yet broken, and 
all were hastening homeward to seek repose. One figwe 
alpne was seen to stand in that spot, and then move 
slowly, and to all seeming irresolutely, onward. It was 
Cashel himself, who, undecided whither to tum, walked 
listlessly and carelessly on. 

As he turned the comer of a street, a jauntingp^jar, 
around which some travellers stood, stopped the way> 
and he heard the words of the driver: 

"There's another place to spare." 

"Where for?" asked Cashel. ' 

"Limerick, Sir," said the man. 

"Drive on, b 1 you," cried a deep voiee froia 

the other side of the vehicle; and the fellow's whip 
descended with a heavy slash, and the beast stmck out 
into a gallop, and speedily was out of sight. 

"Didn't you see who it was?" muttered the Speaker 
to the man beside him. 

"No." 

"It was Cashel himself — I knew him at once; and 
I teil you, Jones, he would have known me^ too, for 
all this disguise, when a gleam of day came to'shine." 

As for Cashel, he stood gazing after the departing 
vehicle, with a stränge chaos of thought working within. 
"Am J then infamous?" ßaiÖL\ift a.\.\aÄ\.^ '•'-xJöaJ^ \k<^»^ men 
will not travel in my Company. ^ '^^ ^ "^^ ^^ ^ssk«. 
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accnsation of crime has brought me!^^ And, slight as 
the inddent was, it told upon Lim as some acrid sub- 
Btance would irritate and corrode an open wound — 
festering tbe tender surface. 

^^ Better thus dreaded tban the ^Dupe^ I have beenl^' 
sadd be, boldly, and entered tbe inn, wbere now tbe 
pr^arations for tbe jcoming day bad begiin. He ordered 
Ms breakfast, and post-borses for Killaloe, resolved to 
see Tubbermore once again, ere be left it for ever. 

It was a brigbt moming in tbe early spring as 
Cashel drove tbrougb tbe wide-spreading Park of Tub- 
bennore. Dewdrops spangled tbe grass, amid wbicb 
erocTis and dafiPodil flowers were scattered. Tbe trees 
vere topped witb fresb buds; tbe birds were cbirping 
aud bnttering on tbe brancbes; the noiseless river, too, 
flowed past, its circling eddies looking like blossoms on 
the stream. All was joyous and redolent of promise; 
save bim whose bumbled spirit beheld in everything 
»round bim tbe signs of self-reproacb. 

"These," thought be, "were tbe rieb gifts of fortune 
that I have squandered ! Tbis was tbe paradise I have 
laid waste! Here, wbere I might have lived happy, 
honoured, and respected, I see myself wretched and 
shunned! The defeats we meet witb in hardy and 
hazardons enterprise are softened down by having dared 
danger fearlessly — by having combated manfuUy witb 
the enemy. But wbat solace is there for bim whose re- 
verses spring from childlike weaUness and imbecility — 
whose life becomes tbe plaything of parasites and flat- 
terers! Conld I ever have thought I would become 
Ulis? Wbat sbould I once have said of bim who would 
have prophesied me such as 1 no'w ODi^^'' 

These gloomy reveries grew öiee^et ^sA \^:^«ä5. ^«^ 
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he wandered from place to place, and marked th* 
Btealthy glances and timid reverences of the peasant 
as they passed him. "It is onlj tbe- Jury have calle( 
me *Not Guilty,'" said he to himself; **the world hat 
pronounced another verdict. I have come from ih&i 
dock as one might have risen from an unhononred 
grave, to be looked on with fear and sorrow. Be it 
80 ; mine must be a lonely existence.*' 

Every room he entered recalled some scene of his 
past life. Here was the spacious hall, where, in all the 
excesses of the banquet, laughter had rung and wit had 
sparkled, loud toasts were proffered, and highspirited 
mirth had once held sway. Here was the drawin^ 
room, where grace and female loveliness were blended, 
mingling their odours like flowers in a "bouquet." Here» 
the little chamber he had often sought to visit Lady 
KilgoflF, and passed those hours of "sweet converse" 
wherein his whole nature became changed, and his rüde 
spirit softened by the tender influences of a woman's 
mind. Here was his own favourite room — the spot 
from which, in many an hour snatched from the cares 
of host, he had watched the wide-flowing river, and 
thought of the current of his own life, mingling wid 
his reveries many a high hope and many a gloriou: 
promise. And now the whole scene was changed. Th< 
mirth, the laughter, the guests, the hopes, were fled 
and he stood alone in those silent halls, that neve 
agaiu were to echo with the glad voice of pleasure. 

The Chief object of his retum to Tubbermore wa 

to regain possession of that document which he ha 

concealed ^n the cleft of abeech-tree, before scaling th 

approach to the window. lä.^ iwrcA \!cä ^^Q»t 'vithoi] 

diMcultjTj and soon posaesae^ \ivw\^^^ o»^ \iafe ^^^^x\ "^ 
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ontents of whidhi, however, firom being conveyed in a 
ibaracter he was not familiär with, he could not master. 

He next proceeded to the gate lodge, desirous to 
3ee Keane, and make some arrangement for, bis future 
Bupport before he should leave Tubbennore. The man, 
iowever, was absent; bis wife, whose manner betrayed 
!ioii8iderable emotion, said that her husband had re- 
^mea in Company with another, who remained without, 
^hile he hastilj packed a few articles of clothing in a 
'undle, and then left the house, whither to she knew 
ot. 

Rolandes last visit was to Tiemay's house; but he, 
30, was from home. He had accompanied Corrigan to 
Dublin, intending to take leave of him there; but a 
ew hurried lines told that he had resolved to proceed 
iirther with bis friends, and darkly hinting that bis re- 
um to the village was more than doubtful. 

Wherever Cashel turned, desertion and desolation 
QQet him ; and the cutting question that ever recurred to 
liis mind was, "Is this my doing? Are these the con- 
Bequences of my folly?" The looks of the villagers 
seemed to tally with the accusation, as in cold respect 
they touched their hats as he passed, but never spoke: 
"not one said God bless him." 

He twice set out for the cottage, and twice turned 
back — bis overfuU heai-t almost choked with emotion. 
The very path that led thither reminded him too fully 
>f the past, and he turned from it into the wood, to 
Stander about for hours long, lost in thought. 

He sought and found relief in planning out some- 
thing for bis future life. The discovery of the murderer 
— the Clearing up of the terrible myste.i^ \!ti^\. \k^^3s^^^ 
W crime — had become a duty , auä. \i^ x^^^^^ *^^ 
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apply himself to it steadily and determinedly. His a 
acquitted debt of vengeance on Linton, too, was n 
forgotten. These accomplished, he resolved again i 
betake himself to the "new world beyond seas." Wesli 
had become distastefdl to him: it was associated wi< 
all that lowered and humiliated him. He feit that wil 
poverty his manly reliance, his courageous daring t 
confront danger, would retum — that once more up« 
the wild prairie, or the blue waters of the Pacific, h 
would grow young of heart and high in spirit, forgettLoj 
the puerile follies into which a life of affluence had lö 
him. "Would that I could believe it all a dream! 
thought he. "Would that this whole year was but ) 
Vision, and that I could go back to what I once w« 
even as *the Buccaneer' they called me!" 

His last hours in Tubbermore were spent in « 
rangements that showed he never intended to retnn 
there. His household was all discharged — his equi 
pages and horses despatched to the capital to be soll 
— books, his plate, and all that was valuable in furni 
ture , were ordered to be packed up and transmitted t( 
Dublin. He feit a kind of malicious pleasure in erasinf 
and effacing, as it were, every trace of the last fe^ 
months. 

"I will leave it," muttered he, "to become th( 
wreck I found it — would that I could be what I wä 
ere I knew it!" 

The following day he left Tubbermore for ever, an< 
set out for Dublin. 
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CHAPTER XVm. 

And, wlth aileuth-bound*8 foent, 
.Smells blood afarl 

It was nigbtfall when Koland Cashel entered Dublin, 
rhe stir and movement of the day were over, and that 
brief interval wbich separates the life of business from 
that of pleasure Lad succeeded. Few were stüring in 
the streets, and they were hastening to tbe dinner par- 
ties, wbose bour bad now arrived. It was little more 
than a year since Casbel bad entered tbat same capital, 
and wbat a cbange bad come over bim witbin tbat 
period! Tben, be was buoyant in all tbe enjoyment of 
yonth, bealtb, and affluence; now, altbongb still young, 
sorrow and care bad worn bim into premature age. His 
native frankness bad become distrust; bis generous 
reliance on tbe world's good faitb bad cbanged into a 
cold and cautious reserve wbicb made bim detestable to 
himself. 

Altbongb be passed several of bis former acquaintance 
without being recognised, be could not persuade bim- 
Belf but tbat tbeir avoidance of bim was intentional, and 
he thougbt be saw a purpose-like insolence in tbe pressing 
entreaties witb wbicb the newsvenders persecuted bim 
to buy "Tbe Füll and True Eeport of tbe Trial of Ro- 
land Casbel for Marder." 

And thus it was tbat be wbose fastidious modesty 
had sbrunk from every thing like the notoriety of fasbion, 
üow saw himself exposed to that more terrible ordeal, 
the notoriety of crime. Tbe consciousness of innocence 
could not barden bim against the poignant suffering tbe 
hte exposnre bad inflicted. His w\ioVe \ää \acÄL\i«x&\ 
W eren to gratify the morbid curiositj oi ^om^^ST'^ 
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to amuse the languid listlessness of a world devourec 
by its own ennui; but far worse! To fumish motive« 
for an imputed crime! To give the clue to a murderl 
In the bittemess of his torn heart, he asked himself— 
**Have I deserved all this? — l8 this the just requital 
for my conduct towards others? Have the hospitality 
I have extended, the generous assistance I have proffered; 
have the thousand extravagances I have committed to 
gratify others — no other fruits than tliese?" Alas! 
the answer of his enlightened intelligence could no 
longer blind him by its flatteries. He recognised at last, 
that to his abuse of fortune were owing all his reverses; 
that the capricious extravagance of the rieh man — hiB 
misplaced generosity, his pompous display — can create 
enemies far more dangerous than all the straits and 
appliances of rebellious poverty; that the tie of an Obli- 
gation which can ennoble a generous nature, may, in a 
bad heart, develop the very darkest elements of iniquity: 
and that he who refuses to be bound by gratitude ii 
enslaved by hate! 

He stopped for an instant before Kennyfeck's hoose 
the closed shutters and close-drawn blinds bespoke : 
still the abode of mourning^ He passed the resident 
of the Kilgoffs, and there, the grass-grown steps an 
rusted knocker spoke of absence. They had left tl 
country. He next came to his own mansion — Üi< 
«ipacious building which, at the same hour, was woi 
to be biilliant with wax-lights and besieged by fas 
arriving guests, where the throng of carriages presse 
forward in eager haste, and where, as each st< 
descended, some form or figure moved by, great : 
fame or more illustrious bIVW \iy X^^^mX-'^ . ^«^ ^ ^Äk ^' 
diwk, gloomy, and deserted. ii. «^xi^^ ^'^^^ ^'^^ 
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issned from the kitchen, which was speedily removed 
as Koland knocked at the door. 

The female servant who opened the door nearly 
dropped the candle as she recognised the features of 
her master, who, without speaking, passed on, and, 
with'out eveit removing his hat, entered the library. 
Profuse in apologies for the disorder of the furniture, 
and excuses for the absence of the other servants, she 
followed him into the room, and stood, half in shame 
and half in terror, gazing at the wan and wom coun- 
tenance of him she renvembered the verj ideal of health 
and yonth. 

"K we only knew your honour was Coming home 
to-night — " 

"I did not know it myself, good woman, at this 
hour yesterday. Let me have something to eat — well, 
a ernst of bread and a glass of wine — there's surely 
80 mach in the house?^^ 

"I can give your honour some bread, bat all the 
wine is packed up and gone/^ 

"Gone! whither, and by whose order?" saidEoland, 
calmly. 

**Mr. Phillis, Sir, sent it off about ten days ago, 
with the plate, and I hearf)oth are off to America." 

"The bread alone, then, with a glass of water, will 
do," Said he, without any emotion or the least evidence 
of snrprise in his manner. 

"The fare smacks of the prison still," said Eoland, 
as he sat at his humble meal; "and truly the house it- 
seif is almost as gloomy." 

The aspect of everything was sad and depressing. 
Neglect and disorder pervaded wlierev^i \ift toxtÄ^X^ 
Äö^pÄ Ih some of the rooms the remaiiia o^ ^^'eX» o^^^^ 
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still littercd the tables. Smashed vases of rare porcelain, 
broken mirrors, torn pictures — all the work, in fiict, 
whicli ruffian intemperance in its most savage mood ac- 
complishes, told who were they who replaced his 
fashionablo society ; while , as if to show the nnfeeling 
spirit of the revellers, several of the pasquinades against 
himself, the libellous calumnies of the low press, the 
disgusting caricatures of infamous prints, were scattered 
about amid the wrecks of the debauch. 

Koland saw these things with sorrow, but withoot 
anger. "I must have fallen low indeed," muttered 
"when it is by such men I am judged." 

In the room which once had been his study a great ^ 
pile of unsettled bilk covered the table, the greater 
number of which he remembered to have given the 
money for; there were no letters, however, nor even 
one Card of an acquaintance, so that, save to his crecü* 
tors, his very existence seemed to be forgotten. 

Wearied of his sad pilgrimage from room to room, 
he sat down at last in a small boudoir, which it hai 
been his caprice once to adom with the portraits d 
"his friends!" sketched by a fashionable artist. There 
they were, all smiling blandly, as he left them. Wb«* 
a commentary on their desertion of him were the looto 
so füll of benevolence and affection! There was Fro- 
bisher, lounging in all the ease of fashionable ia- 
difference, but still with a smile upon his langmd ffea- 
tures. There was Upton, the very picture of straight- 
forward good feeling and frankness. There was Jennings, 
all beaming withgenerosity; andLinton, too, occupying 
the chief place, seemed to stare with the very expres- 
aion of reaoluijb attachment t\iai ^c> o^fe^n had imposed 
on Casbelf and made lüui \5axQk \äxxi ^ ts^^^ ^^^^\^ 
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3iit peibaps an indiscreet, firiend. Rolandes own portrait 
bd been tumed to the wall, while on the reverse was 
written, in large characters, the words, "To be hung, 
Of hanged, elsewhere." The brutal jest brought the 
eolour for an instant to his cheek, bat the next moment 
ie was calm and tranquil as before. 

Lost in mosings, the time stole by; and it was late 
in the night ere he betook himself to rest His sleep 
J^as the heavy slumber of an overworked mind; but he 
iwoke refireshed and with a calm courage to breast the 
ide of fortane, however it might run. 

Life seemed to present to him two objects of para- 
aotint interest One of these was the discovery of 
^ennyfeck^s murderer; the second was the payment of 
ds debt of vengeance to Linton. Some secret instinct 
oduced him to couple the two together; and although 
Leither reason nor reflection afiPorded a clue to link 
hem, they came ever in Company before his mind, and 
ose like one fact before him. 

Mr. Hammond, the eminent lawyer, to whom he 
lad written a few lines, came punctually at ten o^clock 
to confer with him. Eoland had determined to reveal 
DO more of his secret to the ears of counsel than he 
had already done before the Court, when an accidental 
circamstance totally changed thß course of his pro- 
ceeding. 

"I have sent for you, Mr. Hammond," said Cashel, 
as ßoon as they were seated, "to enlist your skilful 
Services in tracing out the real authors of a crime of 
which I narrowly oscaped the penalty. I will first, 
however, entreat your attention to another matter, for 
this mayjbe the last opportunity eveT affotd&d. txä ^^ 
'msonsdfy Consulting you." 
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"You purpose to live abroad, Sir?" asked Ham- 
mond. 

"I shall retum to Mexico," said Koland, briefly; 
and then resumed: "Here is a document, Sir, of whoee 
tenor and meaning I am ignorant, but of whose impoit- 
ance I cannot entertain a doubt: will jou perose it?" 

Hammond opened the parchment*, but scarcelj hai 
bis eyes glanced over it when be laid it down befoie 
bim, and said: 

"I bave Seen this before, Mr. CasbeL Tou are 
aware tbat I abeady gave you my opinion as to its 
value?" 

^^I am not aware of tbat," said Itoland calmly. 
"Pray, in wbose possession did you see it, and what 
does it mean?" 

Hammond seemed confased for a few seconds; ani 
tben, as if overcoming a scruple, said: 

"We must botb be explicit bere, Sir. Tbis doca- 
ment was sbown to me, by Mr. Linton, at Limerick, 
be alleging tbat it was at your desire and by your re- 
nnest. As to its Import, it simply means tbat you hoU 
your present estates witbout a title; tbat document 
being a füll pardon, revoking all penalty of confiflca- 
tion against tbe beirs of Miles Corrigan, and reinst»- 
ting tbem and tbeirs in tbeir ancient possessions. Now, 
Sir, may I ask, do you bear tbis for tbe first time?" 

Roland nodded in acquiescence; bis beart was too 
füll for utterance, and tbe sudden revulsion of bis feeling 
bad brougbt a sickly Sensation over bim. 

"Mr. Linton," resumed Hammond, "in showing md 
tbis deed, spoke of a probable alliance between you 
and the granddaugbler of Mi. Gom^&u'^ and I fireely 
concurred in the propncty oi a umwi ^\cLOsi. tsas^ * 
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ince setüe the difficuliy'of a very painfdl litigation. 
le promised me more ftill infonnatioii on the snbject, 
md engaged me to make searches for a registry, if 
mch existed, of the pardon; but I heard nothing more 
ärom him, and the matter escaped my memory tili this 
oaoment" 

^^So that all this while I have been dissipating that 
which was not mine," said Boland, with a bittemess 
of voice and manner that bespoke what he sufifered. 

*^You have done what some thousands have done, 
are doing, and will do hereafter — enjoyed possession 
ofthat which the law gave you, and which a deeper 
research into the same law may take away." 

"And Linton knew this?" 

"He certainly knew my opinion of this document; 
bat am I to suppose that you were ignorant of it up to 
this moment?" 

"You shall hear all," said Cashel, passing his band 
across his brow, which now ached with the torture of 
intense emotion. " To save myself from all the ignominy 
of a felon^s death, I did not reveal this before. It 
was with me as a point of honour, that I would re- 
serve this man for a personal vengeance; but now, a 
gümmering light is breaking on my brain, that darker 
deeds than aU he worked against me lie at his door, 
and that in foUowing up my revenge I may be but 
robbing the scaffold of its due. Listen to me, atten- 
tively." So saying, Cashel narrated every event of 
iie memorable day of Kennyfeck^s death , detailing his 
neeting with Enrique in the glen, and his last inter- 
view with Linton in his dressing-room. 

Hammond heard all with deepest int^rest^ oid^ mt^Yr 
ipting at timea to ask suchi ques^ODS %a m\^Ci^» *^^b>^ 

*iflimä Cashel. IIL AH 
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light upon the story. The whole "body of the ci^ 
cumstantial evidence against Roland not only beeame 
easily explicable, but the shrewd perception of the 
lawyer also saw the consummate skill with which the 
details had been worked into regulär order, and what 
consistency had been imparted to them. The great 
difficulty of the case lay in the fact, that^ supposing Kenny- 
feck's death had been planned by the others, with the 
Intention of imputing the crime to Cashel, yet all the 
circumstances, or nearly all, which seemed to imply 
his guilt, were matters of perfect accident for "which 
they never conld have provided, nor even ever foreseen 
such as his entrance by the winde w — his tom dres 
— the wound of his hand — and the blood upon hi 
clothes. 

"I see but one clue to this mystery," said Hanmioni 
thoughtfully; "but the more I reflect upon it, the moi 
likely does it seem. Kennyfeck's fate was intended f( 
you — he feil by a mistake." 

Roland started with astonishment, but listened wi' 
deep attention, as Hammond recapitulated everythii 
which accorded with this assumption. 

"But why was one of my own pistols taken f 
the deed?" 

"Perhaps to suggest the notion of suicido." 

"How could my death have been tumed to profi 
Was I not bet^er as the living dupe than as the dei 
enemy?" 

"Do you not see how your death legalised ti 

deed with a forged signature? Who was to dispu 

its authenticity? Besides, how know we what ai 

bition^ Linton may not ha^e cli^tiahftd when holdii 

hk JdsbandB tbe only tiüe to Üi^ e«\.^\ft. "^^ xösrj ^"^ 
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fast with these suspicions, but let us not reject them 
as inconsistent. Who is this same witness, Keane? 
"What motivee had he for the gratitude he evmced on 
the <xial?" 

"None whatever: on the contraiy, I never showed 
Um any favour; it was even mj Intention to dismiss 
him firom the gate-lodge/* 

"And he was aware of this?" 

"Perfectly. He had besought several people to 
intercede for him, Linton among the rest." 

"So that he was known to Linton? And what has 
become of him since the trial?" 

"That is the strängest of all. Mj wish was to 
Iiave done something for the poor fellow. I could not 
readily forget the feeling he showed, at a moment, too, 
when none seemed to remember me; so that when I 
leaehed Tubbermore I at once repaired to the lodge, 
but he was gone." 

"And in what direction?" 

"His wife could not teil. The poor cr^ature was 
distracted at being deserted, and seemed to think — 
from what cause I know not — that he would not re- 
tum. He had come back after the trial in Company 
with another, who remained on the road-side while 
Keane hastily packed up some clothes, after which 
they departed together." 

"This must be thought of," said Hammond, gravely, 
while he wrote some lines in his note-book. 

"It is somewhat stränge, indeed," said Cashel, 
"that the very men to whom my gratitude is most due 
are those who seem to avoid me. Thus — Jones, who 
gave me his aid upon the trial — " 

"Do not speak of him," Sir;' aaiöi IEL^xk^öiä.^ 



360 BOLAND CASHEl!!. 

yoice of agitation; "he is one who has snllied an • 
ihat bas hitherto been almost without a staiu. 1 
is but too mucb reason to tbink tbat be was brib 
destroy you. His wbole line of cross-examinatic 
tbe trial was artfuUy devised to develop whatever i 
injore you; but tbe treacbery tumed upon tbe men 
planned it. Tbe Attomey- General saw it, anc 
court also. It was tbis saved you." 

Casbel sat powerless and speecbless at tbis d 
sure. It seemed to fiU up in bis mind tbe cii 
iniquity, and be never moved nor uttered a word j 
listened. 

"Jones you will never see again. Tbe bar of 
otber land across tbe sea may receive bim, but tb( 
not one bere would stoop to be bis coUeague. 
now for otbers more important. I will tbis day o 
tbe Judge's notes of tbe trial, and give tbe wbole 
tbe deepest consideration. Inquiry sball be set oi 
as to Keane, witb wbom be bas gone, and in 
direction. Linton, too, must be watcbed; tbe i 
is tbat be lies dangerously ill at bis country bous( 
tbat story may be invented to gain time." 

Casbel could scarcely avoid a smile at tbe raj 
witb wbicb tbe lawyer detailed bis plan of oper 
and tbrew out, as be went, tbe signs of distm 
cbaracteristic of bis craft. As for bimself, be wf 
joined to remain in tbe very strictest privacy - 
see no one, nor even to leave tbe bouse, except 
nigbtfall. 

"Eely upon it," said Hammond, "your every i 
ment is watcbed; and our object will be to ascerta 
whom. Tbia will be our ^at cXu^\ «3DL<i >¥rbfti 
obtain one, otbers will soon ioWo^?^ 
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It was no privation for Cashel to follow a course 
ßo mnch in accordance with his wishes. Solitude — 
even that wUch consigned bim to the saddest reveries 
— was far more pleasurable than any intercourse; so 
that he never ventured beyond the walls of his house 
for weeks, nor exchanged a word, except with Ham- 
mond, who regularly visited him each day, to report 
the progress of his investigation. 

The mystery did not seem to clear away, even by 
the skilM contrivances of the lawyer. Of Keane not 
a trace could be discovered; nor could any clue be 
obtained as to his companion. All that Hammond knew 
was, that although a doctor's carriage daily drove to 
Lmton^s house, Linton himself had long since left the 
country — it was believed for the Continent. 

Disappointed by continual failures, and wearied by 
a life whose only excitement lay in anxieties and cares, 
Cashel grew each day sadder and more depressed. 
The desire for vengeance, too, thaf first had filed his 
mind, grew weaker as time roUed on. The wish to 
reinstate himself fiilly in the world's esteem diminished, 
as he lived apart from all its intercourse, and he sank 
into a low and gloomy despondency, which soon showed 
its ravages upon his face and figure. 

. One object alone remained for him — this was to 
seek out Corrigan, and place in his band the docu- 
ment of his ancestor's pardon; this done, Eoland re- 
solved to betake himself to Mexico, and again, among 
the haunts of his youth, to try and forget that life of 
civilisation which had cost him so dearly. 
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CHAPTER XTX. 

How nreeie and lovely dost thoo make the ahame 

Which f like a canker in the fragrant rose, 
Doth spot the beautio of thy badding name. 

SoHE years passed over, and the name of Boland 
Cashel ceased to be uttered, or bis memory even evoked 
in that capital, wbere once his wealth, his eccentricities 
and his notoriety, had been the theme of every tongae 
A large neglected-looking house, with closed shuttei 
and grass-grown steps, would attract the attention ( 
some passing stranger to ask whom it belonged to, bi 
the name of Mr. Cashel was ahnest all that many kne 
of him, and a yague Impression that he was travellii 
in some remote and far-away land. 

Tubbermore, too, feil back into its former com 
tion of min and decay. No one seemed to know in 
whose hands the estate had fallen, but the talismac 
word "Chancery" appeared to satisfy every inqnii 
and account for a desolation that brooded over t 
property and all who dwelt on it. The very " Cottag 
had yielded to the conrse of time, and little remain 
of it save a few damp discoloured walls and blacken 
chimneys; while here and there a rare shrub, or a tr 
of foreign growth, rose among the rank weeds a: 
thistles, to speak of the culture which once had be 
the pride of this lovely spot. 

Had there been a "cnrse upon the place," it con 
not have been more dreary and sad-looking! 

Of the gate-lodge — r where Keane lived — aß 

straggling ruins alone remained, in a corner of which 

miserable family was herded to^ö\5aftT . ^^ ^^Yt ^^xv V^q 

aod tattered cJothing sho^ii^ *^ ^ ^»s^^tä 
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for existence on the charity of the very poor. These 
vere Keane^s wife and children, to whom he never 
agam retomed. There was a blight over everything. 
The tenantry themselves, no longer subject to the visits 
of the agent, the Stimulus to all industry withdrawn, 
would scarcely labour for their own support, but passed 
iheir lires in brawls and quarreis, which more than once 
kad led to a felon's sentence. The land lay untilled; 
the cattle, untended, strayed at will through the un- 
fenced fields. The villages on the property were 
crammed by a host of runaway wretches whose crimes 
had driven them from their homes, tili at length the 
district became the plague-spot of the country, where, 
even at noonday, few strangers were bold enough to 
enter, and the word "Tubbermore" had a terrible signi- 
ficance in the neighbourhood round about. 

Let US now tum for the last time to him whose 

fortune had so powerfuUy influenced bis property, and 

whose dark destiny seemed to throw its shadow over 

all that once was bis. For years Eoland Cashel had 

been a wanderer. He travelled every country of the 

Old World and the New, bis appearance and familiarity 

with the language enabling him to assume the nationality 

of a Spaniard, and thus screen him from that painM 

notoriety to which bis story was certain to expose him, 

Joumeying alone, and in the least expensive manner 

— for he no longer considered bimself entitled to any 

of the property he once enjoyed — he made few ac- 

quaintances and contracted no friendships. One object 

alone gave a zest to existence — to discover Mr. Cor- 

rigan, and place within bis hands the title-deeds of 

Tuhhermore. With this intenüon \i^ \i«Ä. ^<^as5äöfe^ 

tiirougb more than half of Emope , Nm^vw^ "ökä \^^sö^ 
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frequented towns, and pursuing inquiries in every 
possible direction; at one moment cheered bj some 
glimmering prospect of success, at another dashed by 
disappointment and failure. K a thought of Linton did 
occasionally cross him, he struggled manfully to over- 
come the temptings of a passion which should thwart 
the dearest object of bis life, and make vengeance pre- 
dominate over trutb and bonesty. As time rolled on 
the spirit of bis hatred became gradually weaker; and 
if he did not forgive all the ills bis treachery had 
worked, bis memoiy of them was less frequent and lesB 
painful. 

His was a cbeerless, for it was a Mendless, exist- 
ence. Avoiding bis own countrymen from the re- 
pugnance he feit to sustain bis disguise hy falsehood, 
he wandered from land to land and city to city like 
some penitent in the accomplisbment of a vow. The 
nnbroken monotony of tbis life, the continued pressure 
of disappointment, at last began to teil upon bim, and 
in bis moody abstractions — his fits of absence and 
melancboly — might be seen the change which had 
come over bim. He might have been a long time 
ignorant of an alteration which not only impressed his 
mind, but even bis "outward man," wben-bis attention 

«was drawn to the fact by overhearing the observatioitf 
of some young Englisbmen upon his appearance, as b( 
sat one evening in a cafe at Naples. Conversing in al 
that careless freedom of our young countrymen, whicJ 
never supposes that their lan^age can be under8too< 
by others, they criticised bjy^Aess, his sombre looh 
and his manner ; and, after äSyanimated discussion a 
to wbetber he were a xe^u^^^ ^cÄ\\kÄ.\ ^^ender^ 

ooaner, or a spy, they wo\nid. \r^ Vj ^ ^^^^t •öq»^^ 
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was at least forty years of age. One of the partj dis- 
sentmg — on the ground that, although he looked it, 
it was rather from something on the fellow^s mind, 
than years — 

"How shall we find out?" cried the proposer of 
the het "I, for one, shonldn^t like to ask him his age/* 
"If I knew Spanish enough, Td do it at once," said 
another. 

"It might cost yon dearly, Harry, for all that; he 
looks marvellously like a fellow that wouldn't brook 
trifling." 

"He wouldn't call it trifling to lose me ten *carlines,' 
and Tm sure I should win my wager; so here goes at 
him with French." Eising at the same moment, the 
yonng man crossed the room and stood before the table 
where Cashel sat, with folded arms and bent-down 
head, listening in utter indifference to all that passed. 
"Monsieur!" said the youth, bowing. Cashel looked 
np, and his dark, heavily-browed eyes seemed to abash 
the other, who stood, blushing, and uncertain what 
todo. 

With faltering accents and downcast look he began 
to matter excuses for his intrusipn ; when Cashel , in a 
Duld and gentle voice, interrupted him, saying in Eng- 
lisli, "I am ypur countryman, young gentleman, and my 
age not six-and-twenty." 

The quiet courtesy of his manner as he spoke, as 
Well as ÜiQ surprise at his being English, seemed to 
iiicrease the youth's shame for the Uberty he had taken, 
^d he was profuse in his apologies; but Cashel soon 
allayed this anxiety by adroitly tuming to another part 
of Äe suhject, and saying, "If I looik m\\.c\i c\^«t '^«s^ 
/äo, it Iß that I bave travelled and '\xsrft9L ^ ^»^o^ '^^ä^ 
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in Bouthem climates, not to speak of otlier 
give prematnre age/^ 

A slight, a very slight touch of mela 
latter words gave them a deep interest 
who, with a boyish frankness — far mo 
than more finished courtesy — asked 
wonld join their party. Had such a requ( 
half an hour before, or had it come ir 
fashion, Cashel would inevitably have de 
what between the generous candour of tt 
dress, and a desire to show that he did 
introsion, Cashel acceded good-naturedly, 
seat amongst them. 

As Roland listened to the joyous fres 
boyish talk — the high-hearted hope — 
trustfalness with which they regarded 1 
membered what but a few years back h 
been. He saw in them the self-same el 
had led him on to every calamity that 1 
the passionate pursuit of pleasure — the 
craving for excitement that makes life 
paroxysm of a malady. 

They sat to a late hour together; ai 
separated the chance acquaintance had ri{ 
timacy. Night after night they met in th 
and while they were charmed with the ^ 
ness of one in whom they could recog 
manly daring, he, on bis side, was fasc: 
confiding warmth and the generous franl 
youth. 

One evening, as they assembled as n 

remarked a something \ik^ wi\\x^\vd\ ^t^oäi^^ 

ibem; and leamed, that txom a. \^\x.et \}as 
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^-^hel half suspect that they had been told who he 
^•^, and that a dislike to ftirther intercourse had sug- 
CMted the departure. It was the feeling that never 
jfcft him by day or night — that dogged his waking 
and hannted his dreams — that he was one to be 
shnnned and avoided by his fellow-men. His pride, 
long dormant, arose nnder the snpposed slight, and he 
wag about to say a cold farewell, when the eider of 
the party, whose name was Sidney, said — 

"How I wish you were Coming with us!" 

"Whither to?" said Cashel, hurriedly. 

"To Venice — say, is this possible?" 

"I am free to turn my steps in any direction — 
too free — for I have neither course to sail nor harbour 
to reach." 

"Come with us then, Roland," cried they all, "and 
our joumey will be delightful/' 

"But why do you start sa hurriedly? What is 
tliere to draw you from this at the very brightest season 
ofthe year?" 

"There is rather that which draws us to Venice," 
Said Sidney, colouring slightly; "but this is our secret; 
and you shall not hear it tili we are on our way." 

Roland's curiosity was not exacting; he asked no 
Bore: nor was it tili they had proceeded some days 
)n their journey that Sidney confided to him the sudden 
lanse of their joumey, which he did in the few words — 

"La Ninetta is at Venice — she is at the 'Fenice.'" 

"Bn^ who 18 La Ninetta? You ioi^oX. ^«X-^wi. ^^ 
feMÜng to one wbo lives out of tiie >wox\^?' 
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"Not know La Ninettal" exdaimed; "never hxs 
Seen her?" 

"Never even heard of her." 

To the pause which the shock of the first astonisli 
ment imposed there now succeeded a burst of endn 
siastic description, in which the three youths vied wit 
each other who should be most eloquent in praise. H( 
beauty, her gracefulness, the witching fascination of he 
movements, the enchanting captivation of her smil« 
were themes they never wearied of. Nor was it tili h 
had suffered the enthusias^ to take its course that the 
would listen to bis calm question — 

"Is she an actress*?" 

"She is the first ^Ballarina^ of the world," crie 
one. "None ever did, nor ever will, dance like her 

"They say she is a Prima Donna ^ too; but ho 
could such excellence be united in one creature?" 

To their wild transports of praise Eoland listenc 
patiently, in the hope that he might glean somethir 
of her Story; but they knew nothing, except that sl 
was reputed to be a Sicilian, of a noble family, who 
passion for the stage had excited the darkest enmity 
her relatives ; insomuch, that it was said she was track 
from city to city by hired assassins. She remained t^ 
days at Naples; she appeared but once at Korne*, 
Genoa, though announced, she never came to the theat 
Such were the extravagant tales, heightened by all 1 
colour of romantic adventure — how, at one time, i 
had escaped firom a royal palace by leaping into '■ 
sea — how, at another, she had ridden through 
squadron of the Swiss gusurd, sabre in band, and ; 
deas away irom Bologna^ ^\iex^ ^ (^^xiLvd'^V« letter 1 
tmestedher. Incidents, Üie aXiaÄ^^^i^ ^^^^^'^^'«^^ 
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• 

re recounted of her: the high proffers of marriage 

had rejected -^ the alliances, even with royal blood, 
> had re:fosed. There was nothing, where her name 
ired, that seemed impossible; hers was a destiny 
>Ye all the mies that guide humbler mortals. 

Excellence, of whatever kind it be, has always this 
ifaction — that it forms a Standard hj which men 
»asiire with each other their capacities of enjoyment 
d their powers of appreciatiou. Eoland^s curiosity 
IS stimnlated, therefore, to behold with* bis own ejes 
B wonder which had excited these youthftil heroics. 
3 had long since ceased to be sangnine on any sub- 
^; and he feit that he could sustain disappointment 
. graver matters than this. 

When they reached Venice, they found that city in 
State of enthusiastic excitement fully equal to their 
m. All the excesses into which admiration for art 
n carry a people, insensible to other emotions than 
ose wMch minister to the senses, had been committed 

welcome "La Eegina de la Balla." Her entree had 
ien like a triumph; garlands of flowers, bonquets, 
sh tapestries floating from balconies, gondolas with 
inds of music; the civic authorities even, in robes of 
ate, met her as she entered; strangers flocked in 
owds from the other cities of the north, and even 
om-parts beyond the Alps. The hoteis were crammed 
ith visitors, all eager to see one of whom every 
ngue was telling. A guard of hononr stood before 
e palace in which she resided; as mach a measure of 
icessity to repel the pressure of the anxious crowd, 
I it was a mark of distinction. 

The epiäemic cliaracter of entimÄiasuiVÄ ^^"^KMrircL* 
ü a ferrour to which none can tq^tsvätl VässäsosSääi 
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Cashel was soon to experience this. How eould 1 
preserve a cold indifference to the emotions whk 
swayed thousands around him? How maintain his cal 
amid that host, which snrged and firetted like the M 
in a storm? La Ninetta was the one word repeate 
on every side: even to have seen her once wts 
distinction; and thej who had abeady feit her &0C 
nations were listened to as oracles. 

She was to give but three representations at Venia 
and ere CasheFi^ party had arrived all the tickets wer 
already disposed of. By unceasing efPorts, and coi 
siderable bribery, they contrived at last to obtai 
places for the first night, and early in the forenoo 
were admitted among a privileged number to takethe: 
seats. They who were thus, at a heavy cost, permitte 
to anticipate the general public, seemed — at least \ 
CasheFs eyes — to fiU the house; and so, in the dii 
indistinctness , they appeared. Wherever the ey 
tumed, from the dark parterre, below, to the highe 
boxes, above, seemed iilled with people. There w< 
something almost solemn in that yast concourse, wl 
sat subdued and silent'in the misty half light of tl 
theatre. The intense anxiety of expectation, the dreai 
gloom of the scene, contributed to spread a kind < 
awe-struck influenae around, and brought up to Boland 
memory a very diflFerent place and occasioIr'<=:"«Äb5 
himself the observed of all observers, he stood in t 
felons^ dock. Lost in the gloomy reverie these » 
thoughts suggested, he took nö note of time, n 
marked the lagging hours which stole heavily past 

Suddenly the ftill glare of light burst forth, a] 

displayed the great theatte cxo^d^d m <^nqx^ ^a 

ßluU glittering spectacle, iuto N«AÄ<^\Ä^>aJc^^ «^^ösä 
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BS8, jewels, and rieh uniforms enter, broke iq>on 
ght, while a kind of magnetic sense of expectancy 
td to pervade all, and make conversation a mere 
inr. The opera — a wellknown one of a favourite 
oser, and admirablj sustained — attracted litüe 
Jon. The thrillmg cadences, the brilliant passages, 
iü upon senses that had no relish for their ex- 
ice; and even the conventional good-breeding of 
spectators was not proof against the signs of 
tience that every now and then were manifested. 
^he third aet at last began, and the scene re- 
nted a Spanish village of the New World, which, 
it been even less correct and true to nature, had 
)0S8essed no common attraction for Koland; recall- 
dj a hundred little traits, a long-unvisited but 
remembered land. The usual troops of villagers 
led about in all that mock grace which characteiises 
)easant of the ballet There were the same active 
itaineers, the same venerable fathers, the comely 
)n8 with little baskets of nothing carefdUy covered 
10 wy napkins, and the young maidens, who want 

beauty to make them what they affect to be. 
id gazed at all this with the indifference a stupid 
de ever excites, and would rapidly have been 
ed, when a sudden pause in the music ensued, 
then a deathlike stillness reigned through the 
). The orchestra again opened, and with a melody 
i thrilled through every fibre of Roland's heait. 
is a favourite Mexican air; one to which, in 
er times, he had often danced. What myriads of 
lemories came flocking to bis mind as he listened! 
; fancie^i came thronging around bml l^*^^ \wst 

measare beat rasponsively wiüi aomi^ 9Jas^Q^^»&$anv 
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of the past. He leaned bis liead downwards, and, 
coTering bis face with bis handa, all thought of the 
present was lost, and in imaginadon he was back agaifi 
on the green sward before the "Villa de las Noches;' 
the mocking-bird and the nightingale were filling the 
air with their warblings; the sounds of gaj voices, ii» 
plash of fonntain«, the meteor-like flasbes of the fire- 
flies, were all before bim. He knew not that a thoo- 
sand Yoiees were shouting aronnd bim in wildest 
enthnsiasm — that bonquets of rarest flowers strewed 
the stage — that every form adnlation can take was 
assomed towards one on whom every eye save bis own 
was bent; and that, before her, rank, beauty, riches ^ 
all that the world makes its idols — were now bend- 
ing in deepest homage. He knew nothing of all this, 
as he sat with bent-down head, lost in bis own bricht 
dreamings. At length he looked np, but, instead of bis 
fancy being dissipated by reality, it now assumed fona 
and substance. There was the very scenery of that 
far-off land; the mnsic was the national air of Mexico: 
the dance was the haughty Manolo; and, oh! was ii 
that bis brain was wandering — had reason, shakei 
by many a rüde shock, given way at last? The dancei 
— sbe, on whose witching graces every glance wai 
bent — was Maritana! There she stood, more beautifu 
than he had ever seen her before; her dark hai 
encircled with brilliants, her black eyes flashing in al 
the animation of triumph, and her fairly-roonded limh 
the perfection of symmetry. 

Oh, no! this was some mind-drawn picture; thi 

was the shadowy image that failing intellect creatc 

ere all is lost in cbaos axid ^oTL^vmQ.TLl ^n^h was th 

conßjct in bis brain as, m\]i[i b\.»x\ä^ ^^^^sSä^ V^ \xsai 
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her as she moved, and followed eacb graceful bend, 
each prond commanding attitnde. Nor was it tili the 
loud thunder-roU of applause had drawn her to the 
front of the stage, to acknowledge the favour by a 
deep reverence, that he became assured beyond all 
qn^on. Then, when he saw the long dark lashes fall 
npon the ronnded cheek, when he beheld the crossed 
arm npon her bosom, and marked the taper fingers he 
had so often held within bis own, in a transport of 
feeling, where pride, and joy, and shame, and sorrow, 
bad each their share, he cried aloud: 

"Oh, Maritana! Maritafia! Shame! shame!" 
Scarcely had the wild cry re-echoed througb the 
house than, with a scream, whose terror pierced every 
heart, the girl started &om her studied attitude, and 
rushed forward towards the foot lights ; her fnghted 
looks and pale cheeks seeming ghastly with emotion. 
' "Where? — where?" cried she. "Speak again — 
I know the voice ! " But already a scene of uproar and 
confusion had arisen in the parterre around Cashel, 
whose interraption of the piece called down universal 
reprobation; and cries of "Out with him!" "Away 
with him!" rose on every side. 

Stmggling madly and fiercely against bis assailants, 
Cashel for a brief space seemed likely to find bis way 
to the stage; but overcome by numbers, he was sub- 
dned at last, and consigned to the hands of the guard. 
Bös last look, still tumed to the "scene," showed him 
liaritana, as she was carried away senseless and fainting. 
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CHAPTEE XX. 

The laughing Seine , whoae midnigbt flood 

Shroiiüs many a dccd of crime and blood! — Wakb£». 

They alone who have passed much of their liv 
on the Continent of Europe can estimate the amoiu 
of excitement caused by such an incident as that ^ 
have just related. So much of life is centred in tl 
theatre, so many interests revolve around it, engrossin; 
as it does, so much of the passions and the prejudic« 
of those whose existence seldom rises above the pursu 
of pleasure, that anything which might intemipt "tl 
scene," which should disturb its progress, or mar i 
effect, is sure to evoke the loudest evidence of publ 
Indignation. Where a high cultivation of the arts 
employed to gloss over the corruptions of a vicio 
System, it may be easily conceived how mcn would 
judged more leniently for crimes than for those min 
offences which rebel against the usages of good socie 

The "Ballet interrupted in its most interesti 
moment," "La Ninetta carried away fainting at t 
very commencement of her most attractive movemen 
insulted — so it was rumoured — "by some offensi 
epithet of a Spaniard," were enough to carry ind 
nation ,to the highest pitch, and it needed the p 
tection of the guard to screen him from the popu 
vengeance. 

After a night of feverish anxiety, where hopes a 
fears warred and conflicted with each other, Cashel ^ 
early on the foUowing moming conducted before 1 
chief Commissary of the Police. His passport 
presented him as a Spaniard, and he adhered to 1 
jiretended nationality to ayoid i\i^ dt^^jdad uotoriety 
Jbh name. 
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WMle he answered the usnal questions as to age, 
religion, and pröfession, an officer deposited a sealed 
paper in the hands of the Prefetto ; who , opening it, 
appeared to study the contents with much care. 

"You have called yourself II Senor Roland da 
Castel, Sir?" said the official, staring fixedly upon him. 
"Have you always gone by this name?" 

"In Mexico and the New World I was ever known 
«8 such. In England men call me Roland Cashel." 

"Which is your more fitting appellation — is it 
not?" 
"Yes." 

"You are then an English, and not a Spanish 
subjeet?" 

He nodded assent. 

"You were, however, in a South American servico?" 
Said the Prefetto, reading from his paper. 
Eoland bowed again. 

"In which Service, or pretended service, you com- 
'Jianded a slaver?" 

"This is untrue," said Cashel, calmly. 
"I have it asserted here, however, by those of 
^hose Statements you have already acknowledged the 
^KJcuracy." 

"It is not the less a falsehood." 
"Perhaps you will allow more coiTectness to the 
>:iext allegation? It is said that, under the pretended • 
^ght to a large inheritance, you visited England, and 
^ucceeded in pref erring a claim to a vast estate?" 
Roland bent his head in assent. 
"And that to this property you possessed neither 
nght nor title?" 

Roland ßtarted: the cliarge m-vciW^öi «. ^^^^^.^^» 
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believed unknown, save to himself, Hammond, and 
Linton, and he could not master bis surprise enongh to 
reply. 

"But a weightier allegation is yet behind, Sir," 
Said the Prefetto, stemlj. "Are you the same Boland 
Gasbel whose trial for murder occupied tbe assizes of 
Ennis in tbe spring of tbe year 18 — ?" 

"I am," Said Casbel, faintly. 

"Your escape of conviction depended on the ab- 
sence of a material witness for tbe prosecution, I 
beHeve?" 

"I was acquitted because I was not guilty, Sir." 

"On tbat point we are not agreed," said the Pre- 
fetto, sarcastically; "but you have admitted enough to 
Warrant me in the course I shall pursue respecting jov 
— the fact of a false name and passport, the identit} 
with a well-known character admitted — I have no^ 
to detain you in custody until such time as the Gonsn 
of your country may take steps for your conveyanc 
to England, where already new evidence of your cri 
minality awaits you. Yes, prisoner, tbe mystery whic! 
involved your guilt is at length about to be dissipatec 
and the day of expiation draws nigh." 

Eoland did not speak. Shame at the degrade 
Position he occupied, even in the eyes pf those wit 
whom he had associated, overwbelmed bim, and b 
suffered himself to be led away without a word. 

Alone in tbe darkness and silence of a prison, h 
sat indifferent to what might befal bim, wearied of bin: 
seif and all the world. 

Days, even weeks passed on, and none inquire* 

ÄÄÄT bim; be seemed foTgoUwi oi «SX^-^VÄiiiVsÄGonsu] 

wio had been absent, havmgT^tor^^^'^^"^^^^^'^'^^^ 
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hat the aÜegatioiis respecting the murder were not 
mfficient to Warrant bis being transmitted to England^ 
md that the onlj charge against him laj in the assumed 
nationality — an ofiPence it was deemed snfficiently ex- 
piated hy his imprisonment. He was free then once 
more — free to wander forth into the world where his 
notoriety had been ab^ady proclaimed, and where, if 
not his guilt, bis sbame was pnbbsbed. 

Of Maritana all that be could leam was that she 
tad left Venice without again appearing in public; bat 
in what direction none knew accurately. Casbel jnstly 
snrmised that she had not gone without seeing bim 
once more, bad it not been from the compulsion of 
others; and if be grieved to think they were never to 
meet more, be feit a secret consolation on reflecting 
liow mucb of mutual sbame and sorrow was spared 
them. Sbame was indeed the predominant emotion of 
his mind; sbame for bis now sullied name — bis cbaracter 
tamisbed by the allegations of crime; and sbaVne for 
her, degraded to a ''^ Ballarinay 

Had Fortune anotber reverse in störe for bim? 
Was there one cherisbed bope still remaining? Had 
life one solitary spot to wbich be could now direct bis 
^eary steps, and be at rest? The publicity wbicb 
late events bad given to bis name, rendered bim more 
timid and retiring than ever. A morbid sense of mo- 
lesty — a sbrinking dread of the sligbts to wbich be 
vottld be exposed in the world — made bim sbun all 
btercourse, and live a life of utter seclusion. 

Like all men who desire solitude, he soon discovered 
liat it is alone attainable in great eitles. Wbere tbe 
reat human tide rans füll and stroüg^ \^^ ^<:a.N^\^ 
ecks are scarcely noticeable. 
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To Paris, therefore, he repaired ; not to tLat brilliant 
Paris wlicre sensuality and vice costume themselves io 
all the brilliant hues dcrived from the highest intellee- 
tual culture, but to the dark and gloomy Paris which 
lies between the arms of the Seine • — the "He St 
Louis." There, amid the vestiges of an extinct feu- 
dalism, and the trials of a present wretchedness, hfl 
passed liis life in strict solitude. In a mean apartment, 
whose only solaco was the view of the river, with a 
few books picked up on a neighbouring stall, and the 
moving crowd beneath his window to attract his wan- 
dering thoughts, he lived his lonely life. The past 
alone occupied his mind: for the future he had neither 
care nor interest, but of his bygone life he could dream 
for hours. These memories he used to indulge each |f^ 
evening in a particular spot; it was an old and ruinons 
stair which descended to the river, from a little wooden |'«^ 
platform, near where he lived. It had been long 
disused, and suffered to fall into rot and decay. Her© 
he sat, each night, watching the twinkling lights tha* 
glittered along the river, and listening to the distaßt 
hum of that great hive of pleasure that lay beyond ^^ 

That the neighbourhood about was one of e^^ 
repute and danger, mattered little to one who set sm^^ 
Store by his life, and whose stalwart figure and sig*^ 
of personal prowess were not unknown in the quart^^* 
The unbroken solitude of the spot was its attracti^^ 
to him, and truly none ever ventured near it afb 
nightfall. 

There he was sitting, one night, as usual, mtisi 

as was his wont. It was a period when meu^s mini 

were ßtirred by the eiLpGc\.a.^<iXL q^ ^«cä ^6«»x\sc:^^ 

unknown event: a long po\\tiüa\ %\a.^Tv»icLWi. — ^^ \^^ 
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ea of hopeless apathy — was beginning to be mffled 
)j sbort and fitful blasts tbat told of a Coming hurri- 
Jane. Vague rumours of a change — scattered sen- 
lences of some convulsion, whence proceeding, or 
vhither tending, none could guess — were abroad. 
The long-sleeping terrors of a past time of blood were 
once more remembered, and men talked of the guillotine 
uid the scaffold as household themes. It was the 
iommer of 1830 — that memorable year, whose deeds 
VQie to form but the prologue of the great drama we 
Ire to-day the spectators at Koland heard these things, 
ß he who wanders along the shore at night may 
lear the brooding signs of a gathering storm, but has 
10 "venture on the sea." He thought of them — with 
. certain interest, too — but it was with that interest 
ato which no personal feeling enters; for how could 
;reat convulsions of states aflfect htm? How could the 
lim of fortune raise or depress him? 

He sat, now pondering over his own destiny, now 
?^ondering whither the course of events to come was 
inding, when he heard the plash of oars, and the 
ishing sound of a boat moving through the water in 
le direction of the stair. The oars, which at some 
loments were plied vigorously, ceased to move at 
thers; and, as well as Cashel could mark, the course 
P the boat seemed onee or twice to be changed. Koland 
escended to the lowest step of the ladder, the better 
) see what this might portend. That terrible river, 
a whose smiling eddies the noonday sun dances so 
)yously, Covers beneath the shadow of night crim'es 
le most awiul and appalling. 

As Cashel Jistened, he perceW^Sl >iva.\* 'öaa xowss«^ 
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had ceased, and two voices, wliose accents sounded 
altercation, could be heard. 

The boat, drifting, ineanwliile, downward oi 
fast corrent, was now nearlj opposite to where he 
but onlj perceptible as a dark speck upon the w 
The night was calm, without a breath of wind, an< 
the vapour-charged atmosphere sounds floated dull 
heavily; still Cashel could hear the harsh tones of me 
angiy dispute, and to his amazement they spoke in Eng 

"It's the old Story," cried one, whose louder m 
and coarser accents bespoke him the inferior in cond: 
— "the old story that I'm sick of listening to — ^ 
you have luck! when you have luck!" 

"I used not to have a complaint against Forti] 
Said the other. "Before we met, she had treatec 
well for many a year." 

"And ^twas me that changed it, I suppose," 
the first, in the same insolent tone as before: "do 
mean that?" 

"The World has gone ill with me since that da 

"And whose fault is that?" 

"Partly yours," said the other, in a slow delibi 
voice, every syllable of which thrilled through Gas 
heart as he listened. "Had you secured the ] 
man, it was beyond the power of Fortune to hurt e 
of US. That fatal, fatal mistake!" 

"How could I help it?" cried the other, ener 
cally; "the night was as dark as this. — it was bet^ 
two high banks — there was nothing to be seen l 
figure of a man coming slowly along — you you 
told me who it would be — I didn't wait for n 
Mod trotbl" bere he gave a ^en^^ X^xxjga. — ^^n 
JVHTl mUow Üie work wa» ^eW. ^o^v»'' 
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''It was a most detennined murder," said the other, 
houghtfully. 

"Murderl murder!" screamed the first, in a voice 
of fierce passion; ^^and is it jou that calls it a 
UMirder?" 

^^No matter how it is called. Let us speak of some- 
thmg eise." 

"Very well. Let us talk about the price of it It 
ißu't paid yet ! " 

"Is it nothing that I have taken you from abject, star- 
ving misery, from a life of cold, want, and wretchedness, to 
live at ease in the first city of theuniverse? Is it no 
part of the price that you spend your days in pleasure 
ind your nights in debauch? — that, with the appetite 
>f the peasant you partake of the excesses of the gen- 
leman? Is it no instalment of the debt, I say, that 
rou, who might now be ground down to the very earth 
18 a slave at home, dare to lifl; your head and speak 
hus to me?''^ 

"And is it you dares to teil me this?" cried the 
►ther, in savage energy; "is it you, that made me a 
aorderer, and then think that I can forget it because 
'm a drunkard? But I don't forget it! Pll never 
orget it! I see him still, as he lay gasping before me, 
öd tiying to beg for mercy when he couldn't ask for 
t. I see him every day when I'm in a lonely place; 
nd, oh! he's never away from me at night, with his 
loody hands on his head trying to save it, and scream- 
ig out for God to help him. And wfiat did I get 
)r it? answer me that," yelled he, in accents shrill with 
assion. "Is it my wife begging from door to door — 
jt my chlldren naked and hungry — Va \\» tk^ \s^^^ 
ce, a min and a curse over it — ox Sa ''Ä tss^^ 
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trying to forget it in drink, not knowing the day nc 
the hour that it will rise np against me , and that T 
be Btanding in the dock where I saw kirn that 701 
tried to murder too?" 

^^There is no use in all this passion," said tlu 
other, calmlj; ^4et us be friends, Tom: it is our interesi 
to be so." 

. " Themas the very words you towld Mr. Philb's, and 
the next day he was taken up for the robbery, juid 70H 
had him transported." 

"Phillis was a fool, and paid the penalty of afoöl; 
but you aie a shrewd fellow, who can see to hiß own 
advantage. Now listen to me calmly: were it not for 
bad luck, we might all of us have had more money 
now than we could count or squander. Had Maritana 
continued upon the stage, her gains would by thiß time 
have been enomious. The bank, too, would have pros* 
pered ; her beauty would have drawn around us all 
that was wealthy and dissipated in the world of fashion 
we could have played what stake we pleased. Princes 
ambassadors, ministers of State, would have been ou 
game. Curses be on bis head who spoiled this gloriov 
plan! From that imhappy night at Venice she nev< 
would appear again, nor could she. The shock h 
. been like a blight upon her. You have seen her you 
seif, and know what it has made her." 

The artifice by which the Speaker contrived 
change the topic, and withdraw the other from a pai 
ful subjeot to one of seeming confidence, was complete 
siiccessful; and in the altered tone of voice might 
read the change which had come over him." 

''Ton wiah to go to Ameiie.«., "I^om^'''' <:«roiGasNSÄÄL^ 

4ftar a pause. 



KOLAND GASHEL. 283 

"Ay; I never feel safe here. rm too near Lome." 

"Well, if everything prospers with us, you shall 
lave the money by Tuesday — Wednesday at farthest. 
Etica has at last found a clue to old Corrigan, and, 
although he seems in great poverty, his name upon a 
tili will still raise some hundreds." 

"I don't care who pays it, but I must get it," said 
the other, whose savage mood seemed to liave returned. 
"I'H not stay here. 'Tis little profit or pleasure I have, 
standin' every night to see the crowds that are passing 
in, to be cheated out of their money — to hear the 
clink of the goold Tm never to handle — and to watch 
all the fine livin' and coortin' that IVe no share in." 

*'Be satisfied. You shall have the money; I pledge 
my Word upon it." 

"I don't care for your word. I have a better se- 
curity than ever it was." 

"And what may that be?" said the other, cau- 
tiously. 

"Your neck in a halter, Mr. Linton," said he, 
laughing ironically. "Ay, ye don't understand me — 
poor innocent that ye are! but I know what Tm say- 
ing, and I have good advice about it besides." 

"How do you mean good advice, Tom?" said 
Linton, with seeming kindliness of manner. "Whom 
have you consulted?" 

"One that knows the law well," said Tom, with all 
the evasive shrewdness of his class. 

"And he teils you — " 

"He teils me that the devil a bit betther off you'd 
be than myself — that you are what they call an 'ao- 
essory' — thafs the word; I mmd W. ^^^"^ 
''And what doea that mean?" 
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^^ A chap that plans the work, bat hasn't the conrage 
to put band to it/^ 

"Thafs an accessory, is it?" said the other, slowly. 

^^Just so/' He paused for a few seconds, then 
added, "Besides, if I was to tum 'prover, he says that 
/'d only be transported, and 'tis you would be hanged" 
'— the last word was uttered in a harsh and grating 
tone, and foUowed by a laugh of insolent mockery — 
"so that you see 'tis better be honest with me, and pay 
me my hire." 

"You shall have it, by Gr — !" said Linton, witha 
deep vehemence; and, drawing a pistol from bis bosomt 
he fired. The other feil, with a loud cry, to the bottom 
of the boat. A brief pause ensued, and then Linton 
raised the body in bis arms to throw it over. A faint 
struggle showed that life was not extinct, but all »• 
sistance was impossible. The lightness of the boal, 
however, made the efiFort difficult; and it was only by 
immense exertion that he could even lift the Injavy 
weight half way; and at last, when, by a great effort, 
he succeeded in laying the body over the gunwale, the 
boat lost its balance, and upset. With a hold spring« 
Linton dashed into the current, and made for shore; 
but almost as he did so, another and a stronger swimmer, 
who had thrown ofiF bis clothes for the enterprise, had 
reached the spot, and, grasping the inert mass as it 
was about to sink, swam with ^ the bleeding body to 
the bank. 

When Cashel gained the stairs, he threw the wounded 

man upon bis Shoulder, for signs of life were still re- 

maining, and hastened to a cabaret near. A surgeon 

was ßooa procured, aad tk^ WAeX. -^vää ^%^5«^i^s«äl \r 

Jbsve jfenetr&ted the ehest, cu\^ä^ Vsi V\a ^%aa»«^ ^^ 
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rge blood-vessel, from which the blood flowed co- 
ouslj. That the result must be fatal it was evident; 
it as the bleeding showed signs of abatement, it seemed 
OBsible life might be protracted some hours. No time 
as therefore to be lost in obtaining the dying man's 
Bclaration, and a Juge dlnstruction, accompanied hy 
notary, was immediatelj on the spot. As the surgeon 
id sormised) a coagulum had formed in the wounded 
)ssel, and, the bleeding being thus temporarily ar- 
sted, the man rallied into something hke strength, and 
!th a mind perfectly conscious and collected. To 
oid the shock which the sight of Cashel might occa* 
m, Eoland did not appear at the bedside. 

Nor need we linger either at such a scene, nor 
tness that fearful struggle between the hope of merey 
d the dread consciousness of its all but impossibility. 
le dying confession has nothing new for the reader; 
3 secret history of the crime is already before him, 
d it only remains to speak of those events which 
lowed Keane's flight from Ireland. As Linton's 
rvant he continued for years to travel about the Con- 
tent, constantly sustained by the hope that the price 
his crime would one day be forthcoming, and as in- 
riably put off by the excuse, that play, on which he 
tirely depended for means, had been unlucky, but 
it better times were certainly in störe for him. The 
oggles and difficulties of an existence thus maintained; 
I terrible consciousness of an imexpiated crime; the 
Lstant presence of one who knew the secret of the 
er, and might at any moment of anger, or in some 
ess of dissipation, reveal it, made up a life of torture 
which death wouH be a booii\ a44^ÖL\Ä '»öc^&^ *^ösä* 
r ß-equenüjr found themselves m \5ti^ ^«oä ^^ ^'«rÄsi. 
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Cashel, vhom Linton never dared to confront i 
Messina tliej_ feil in with Rica, as tlie proprietor of 
gaming-table, whicli Linton continually frequented. H 
consummate skill at plaj, bis knowledge of life, ai 
particularlj the life of gamblers, bis powers of agre 
ability, soon attracted ßica^s notice, and an intimac 
sprang up wbicb became a close friendsbip — if such 
league can be called by sucb a name. 

By the power öf an ascendancy acquired most ar 
fiilly, and by persuasive flatteries of the most insidior 
kind, be indueed Rica to bring Maritaua on the stagt 
where her immense success had replenished their coffe 
far morc rapidly and abundantly than play. At Naple 
however , an incident similar to what bappened at V 
nico was nigh having oecurred. She was recognis( 
by a young Spaniard who had known her in Mexic 
and as the whole assimied history of her noble bir 
and Sicilian origin was thus exposed to contradictio 
they took measures to get rid of this unwelcome witnei 
They managed to hide among bis efiFects some dies ai 
moulds for coining — an ofiFence then, as ever, rife 
Naples. A poIice investigation, in which bribery li 
its share, was followed by a mock trial, and the you 
fellow was senteneed to the galleys for seven yea 
with hard labour. 

Their carecr from this moment was one of 
changing success. Maritana's beauty attracted to 
play-table all that every city contained of fashi 
wealth, and dissipation. In her ignorance of the wc 
ghe was made to believe that her position was one 
most exalted and enviable. The homage she recei^ 
tbe äevoüon exhibited on everj ä\^^^ \Jaa ^^loÄdom 

Ar /öe, hex dress, ^ex 3we\a, \äx>^^^t^sä, ^ 
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d delighted her. The very exercise of her abilities 
IS a source of enthusiastic pleasure to one who loved 
miration. Nor had she, perhaps, awoke from thiB 
slusion, had not the heart-uttered cry of Koland 
irst the spell that bound her, and evoked the maiden^s 
lame in her young heart. Then — with a revulsion 
lat ahnost shook reason itself — she tumed with ab- 
)rrence from a career associated with whatever could 
imiliate and disgrace. Entreaties, prayers, menaces 
- all were unavailing to induce her to appear again; 
id soon, indeed, her altered looks and failing health 
ndered it impossible. A vacant unmeaning smile, or* 
cold impassive stare, usurped the place of an ex- 
ession that used to shine in joyous brilliancy. Her 
jp, once bounding and elastic, became slow and un- 
rtain. She seldom spoke; when she did, her accents 
5re heavy, and her thoughts seemed languid, as though 
r mind was weary. None could have recognised in* 
it wan and worn face, that frail and delicate figore, 
) proud and beautiful Maritana. 

Öhe lived now in total seclusign. None ever saw 
r, save liica, who used to come and sit beside her 
ih day, watching, with Heaven alone knows what 
xturc of emotion! that wasting form and decaying 
iek. What visions of ambition Linton might yet 
mect with her none knew or could guess; but he 
lowed the changing fortunes of her health with an 
Brest too deep and earnest to be mistaken for mere 
Qpassion. Such, then, was her sad condition when 
y repaired to Paris, and, in one of the most spacious 
eis of the Eue Richelieu, established their "Bank of 
age et Noir,'" This costly pala\AidMafö^V ^^^ ^sv 
uj- and ßplendovu: with Üie moa\, ^x\x^^^%3Q^ ^^ 
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those existing in tlie time of the Empire. All tbai 
fastidious reRnement and taste coold assemble, in ob- 
jects of art and vn*fu^ graced the salons, The cookeiy, 
the wines, the sen'ice of the different menials, riyaUed 
the proudest households of the nobib'ty. 

A difficult etiquette restricted the admission to pe^ 
sons of acknowledged rank and Station, and even ^w 
were banded together by the secret tie of a politicil 
purpose, for it was now Äe eve of that great convolsion 
which was to open once more in Europe the dread coo* 
flict between the masses and the few. 

While Linton engaged deep in play, and still 
deeper in politics, "making his book," as he called it, 
"to win with whatever horse he pleased," one dreadM 
heartsore never left him: this was Keane, whose pi«- 
sence continually reminded him of the past, and brotiglit 
np besides many a dread for the futnre. 

It would have been easy at any moment for Linton 
to have disembarrassed himself of the man by a sno j^jriit 
of money; but then came the reflection — "What is to 
happen when, with exhausted means and dissolute 
habits, this fcUow shall find himself in some foreign 
country? Is he not likely, in a moment of reckleß« 
despair, to reveal the whole story of our guilt? Can I 
even trust him in hours of convivial abandonment and 
debauch? Vengeance may, at any instant, overrule in \"- "'-^ 
such a nature the love of life — remorse may seise ■--? 
upon him. He is a Eomanist, and may confess the , 
murder, and be moved by his priest to bring home the 
guilt to tlie Protestant." Such were the motives which / 
Linton never ceased to speculate on and think over, 
aAways reverting to the one same <iWiVvdC\wi^ ^XwÄfc he 
Hast keep tbe man close to \iia ^etÄOXL, toi^ ^^ \«g^ 
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come when he could rid himself of him for 

he insolent demeanour of the fellow — bis ruffian 

ance — the evidence of a power that he might 

1 at will — hecame at last intolerable. Linton 

this "shadow on his path" wherever he wandered. 

i evil was insupportable from the very fact that it 

api^d his thoughts when great and momentous events 

[uired them. It was like the paroxysm of some 

iease, that came at moments when health and calm 

spirit were most wanted. To feel this, to recognise 

thoroughly, and to resolve to overcorae it, were, 

nth Linton, the work of a moment. "His honr is 

iome," Said he, at length; "the Company at La Morgue 

^o-morrow shall be graeed by a guest of my inviting." 

Although to a mind prolific in schemes of villany 

the manner of the crime could offer no difficulty, stränge 

enough, his nature revolted against being himself the 

agent of the guilt. It was not fear, for he was a man 

of nerve and courage, and was besides certain to be 

better armed than his adversary. It was not pity, nor 

any feeling that bordered on pity, deterred him; it was 

äome instinctive shrinking from an act of ruf6anism*, it 

was the blood of a man of birth that curdled at the 

khought of that which his mind associated with criminals 

öf the lowest class — the Convention al feeling of Honour 

nirpassing all the dictates of common Humanity! 

Nothing Short of the pressing emergency of the houi 
could have overcome these scruples, but Keane's in 
solence was now in itself enough to compromise him 
md Linton saw that but one remedy remained, an 
hst h could not be deferred. Con^XÄiÄ. 'Vi-aXAVa ^1\säj 
Torse witb men of a dangeroua ^iVasa m ^^Ck^^xs^^' 
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and the Git^ gave the excuse for tlie boating exci 
at night. The skifiF was hired by Keane himself, 
took up Linton at a point reinote firom where he st 
and thus no clue could be traced to the persoi 
accompanied him. The remainder is in the re 
memory, and now we pursüe our stoiy. 

The surgeon who examined Keane's wound no 
pronounced it inevitablj fatal, but that the result 
rapidly ensue. No time was, therefore, to be 1 
obtaining the füllest revelations of the dying maD 
also in taking the promptest measures to seciu 
guiltyparty. 

The authorities of the British Embassy lent a 
ing aid to Cashel in this matter, and an express i 
once despatched to London for the assistance of a 
force, with the necessary Warrant for Linton's 
Meanwhile Keane was wfitched with the nan 
vigilanee, and so secretly was everything done, tl 
very existence was unknown beyond the precir 
the room he inhabited. 
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CHAPTEE XXL 

Vice has Its own ambltions. 



Morton. 



It was already nigh daybreak. The "Bank" had 
ong since been closed, and none remained of Rica's 
niests save the most inveterate gamblers, who were 
low assembled in a small room in a secret part of the 
stablishment, presided over by the host himself. 

The persons here met were no bad representatives 
f the "play world," of which they formed an im- 
ortant part. They were men, many of them of the 
ighest rank, who had no other object or pursuit in life 
lan play! Mingling to a certain exten t in public life, 
ley peiformed before the world their various parts as 
Didiers, statesmen, courtiers, or ambassadors. Their 
loughts meanwhile travelled but one solitary track. 
^he only field in which their arabition ranged was the 
reen cloth of the rouge-et-noir table. As soldiers they 
ould have lost a battle with more fortitude than as 
amblers they would lose a bet. As statesmen they 
^ould have risked the fate of a kingdom to secure a 
ood "martingale" at play. Men of highest breeding, 
1 Society, abounding in all the graces that adorn inter- 
ourse; here, they were taciturn, reserved, almost morose, 
ever suffering their attention to wander for an instant 
:om that engrossing theme where gain and loss con- 
dnded. 

Into this Society^ noiseless and a\SV ää «»>ilÄ»^^^<ä«sv^ 
\d represaed emotione could mak^ Vt^ livÄ^öv^ ^\ä«5s" 
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"^ 

a füll dress replacing the clothes he so lately wore, not 
a trace of unusual agitation on his features, he seemed 
in every respect the easy man of fashion, for which the 
World took him. 

A slight nod — a familiär motion of the hand — 

were all the greetings which passed between him and 

such of his acquaintances as deigned to raise their heads 

from the game. Linton perceived ät once that the play 

was high, nor did he need to cast a look at the moun- 

tain of gold, the coinage of every European nation, to 

know that the "Bank*' was a winner. The chief playe^ 

was a young noble of the king's household, the Dul^< 

de Marsac, a man of originally immense fortune, tb 

greater part of which he had already squandered * 

play. His fiill dress of the Court, for he had dined tl 

day before at the royal table, contrasted strangely wi" 

the haggard expression of his features, while fci 

powdered hair hung in stray and dishevelled mass< 

over his temples — even his deep lace ruffles, which ' 

his agitation he had torn to very rags, all bespoke tk 

abandonment of the loser. - Linton, who always passe 

for a mere frequenter of the house, unconnected wit 

its interests in any way, saw at a glance that a pei 

fectly quiet demeanour was imperätively necessarj 

that not a word should be uttered, not a syllable Ic 

fall which should break the spell of that enchantmen 

that was luring on the gambler to his ruin. 

No man Avas more master of the hundred littl 

artifices by which the spectator — "the gallery" is th 

play phrase — can arouse the hopes and stimulate th< 

expectations of the losing player. He knew to per 

fection wben to back the unYxxcky ^«o^^x^ wA V^-^ t< 

^ow oat tiiose half-üäuttexe^ N«jox<i^ qI ^xäwä^^^^^ 
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SO dear and precious to the loseres heart. But if he 
knew all this well, he also knew that there are times 
when these interferences become impertinent, and when 
the intense excitement of the game will not admit of 
the distraction of sympathy. Linton therefore was 
silent; he took his seat behind the chair of one of his 
intimates, and watched the table jattentively. 

At the close of a game wherein fortune vacillated 
'or a long time, the Duke lost above a hundred thou- 
Jand franks — a kind of pause, like a truce, seemed to 
ntervene, and Rica sat with the cards before him, not 
naking preparations for a new deal. 

"Fortune is too decidedly your enemy this evening, 
ny Lord Duke; I am really ashamed to see you lose 
hus continuously." 

*' There is a certain Chäteau de Marlier, which be- 
ongs to me, near St Germain, " said the Duke. "It 
ias been valued, with its grounds, at upwards of seven 
xundred thousand francs; are you disposed to advance 
io much- upon it?" 

"As loan or purchase?" asked Rica. 

" Weiche ver you prefer. If the choiee were mine, 
[ should say as a loan/' 

"Parbleu! it is a beautiful spot," said one of the 
players. "It was formerly a hunting seat of Louis XIV." 

"You are quite correct, Sir," said the Duke. "It 
vas SL present from that monarch to my^ grandfather, 
md possesses, amongst its other advantages, the privi- 
ßge of giving the owner a ducal Coronet If any man 
•e weak enough in these days to care for the distinc- 
ion, he can be Duke de Marlier on easy terms.'' 

"Take him," whispered Linton m^ic.^^ <^'Kt. "-"-V 
wept the venture as my own." 
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"Were I to accept tliis offer, my Lord Duke," said 
Kica, *^am I to understand that no mortgages nor 
charges of any kind are in existence against this pio- 
perty?" 

"It is perfectly unencumbered," said the Duke, 
calmly. "There are some half-dozen pictures — a 
Velasquez or two amongst them — which I should 
reserve as my own; but everything eise would belong 
to the purchaser." 

" The cost of transferring property in France is con- 
siderable, I believe, and there is some difficulty re- 
specting the right of foreigners to inherit," said Kca, 
again. 

"Take him, I say; tbe risk is mine," whispered 
Linton, whose impatience at the other's caution became 
each moment stronger. 

"Do you accept, Monsieur de Rica?" said the Duke, 
pushiug back his chair from the table, as though about 
to rise; "or is there to be an armistice for the pre- 
sent?" 

"It would be ungenerous, my Lord Duke, to 
refuse you anything in my power to grant," said 
Eica, obsequiously. "As a high-spirited but tinfor- 
tunate player — " 

"Let not this weigh with you, Sir," said the Duke, 
proudly; "the chances are that I leave my estate be- 
hind me on this table. That is the only consideration 
for you to entertain." 

"Take him at once; it will be too late, soon/' 
whispered Linton again. 

"I agree, my Lord," said Eica, with a slight sigh, 
as i£ jrielding in Opposition, to \i\s m^jNMiia^Äöxv. " Wken 
Ä ibe money to be forth-commg*^''^ 
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"Now, Sir. Here, upon this spot; here, where, 
"before I rise, I am determined to have my revenge." 

*'The bank always closes at daybreak/^ said Hica, 
gravely. 

"Upon this occasion it will not," said the Duke, 
with an air of command. 

"Be it so, my Lord Duke; you shall have every- 
tliing as you wish it. I only call these gentlemen to 
witness that this proceeding is contrary to my desire, 
and must form no precedent for the fiiture." 

"Few will be found to ask for such concession," 
Said the Duke, tartly. "Let us have no more trifling, 
hut begin." 

"I back the Duke," said Linton, opening his pocket- 
Wk, and taking out a roll of bank-notes. "Whatever 
I haye touched to-night has gone luckily with me, and 
I am sure to bring him good fortune." 

"If I might ask a favour, Monsieur," said the Duke, 
"it would be to leave me to deal Single -handed with 
my destiny." 

"As you please, my Lord," said Linton, gaily. "If 
you will not accept me as ally, you must have me as 
adversary. Charley, make room for me beside you," 
continued he, addressing a man whose haggard cheek 
and deep sunken eye could scarcely recal the features 
of-Lord Charles Frobisher. 

"He's in for it," muttered Frobisher, as Linton 
seated him seif at his side. 

"We shall see," said Linton, calmy, arranging his 
note-book before him. Meanwhile, Eica was busily 
engaged in counting out to the Duke the heavy sum of 
the purchase, This occupied a eoüsv^^x^Xft ^gssä^ 
dnring which Linton amused tlie oÜiet^ Wösi «^ TvxsssiflSL^ 
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fire of that gossipry which goes the round of Parisian 
Society, and takes in the world of politics, of literatnre, 
of art, and of morals, The eventful period was füll of 
rumoiu-s, and none knew better than Linton how to 
exalt some into certainty, and degrade others into mere 
absurdity. **If the hsLuk wins," said he, laughingly, at 
the close of some Observation on the condition of 
parties, "our friend Rica will be the last duke in 
Europe." 

**Bah!" said an officer of the Royal Guard; "grape 
and canister are just as effectual as ever they were. 
There is nothing to be apprehended from the mob. 
Two battalions of infantry and a squadron of hussars 
will carry the * ordinances,' if the ministry but give the 
Order." 

"I wish they would begin the game," said Frobisher, 
querulously, for he took no interest in any topic tut 
that of play. 

"Has any one given Orders that the doors shall be 
close-barred and locked?" said another. "The police 
will be here presently." 

"What should bring the police here, Sir?" said 
Linton, turning suddenly towards the Speaker with a 
look of almost insolent defiance. 

"They are making perquisitions everywhere the last 
few days," said the youth, abashed by the tone and 
manner of the question. 

"Ah! so they are — very true. I beg your pardon," 
cried Linton, affecting a smile. "We are so intent upon 
our game here, that one actually forgets what is occur- 
ring in the greater game that is playing without" 

"If there 's to be no more i^lay Tm off to bed," 
jrawned -Fro bisher, as la.e s\xek\.c)aa^ \äsö&^ ^otb^ "öcä 
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cbairs. A group had meanwliile gatbered round a table 
where refreshments and wine were laid out, and were 
iuvigorating themselves for the Coming campaign. 

"I remember the last seaiice with closed doors I 
assisted at,^^ said a bandsome middle-aged man, witb a 
grey moustacbe, and sbort-cut grey bair, "was in the 
Stahle at Fontainebleau. We plajed for seventeen bours, 
and when we separated we discovered that the Empire 
'W-as at an end, and the Emperor departed!" 

"We might do sometbing of the same kind now, 
Blancharde," said another; **it would be no difficult 
matter, I fancy, to play an old Dynasty out and a new 
One in at tbis moment." 

"Hush, ßozlan! Marsac is not one *of us,'" whis- 
pered the former, cautiously. "He's going the shortest 
"W^ay to become so, notwithstanding. Nothing enlarges 
the sphere of pplitical vision like being ruined! One 
always becomes liberal, in the political sense, when it 
is impossible to be so in any other!" 

The chatting now turned on the events that were 
then impending, a great diversity of opinion existing 
as to whether the King would insist upon carrying the 
"ordinances," and a still wider divergence as to what 
result would follow. During tbis discussion, Frobisher s 
impatience went beyond all control, and at last he rose, 
declaring that he would remain no longer. 

"You forget that the doors are locked for twehty- 
four hours, Sir," said another, "and neither can any 
OKi? leave or enter the room before that time." 

'•*We are more sacred than a privy Council or a 
chapter of the knights of St. Louis, ^^ said Eozlan. 

"Now then to see who is the next I>\xft ^'^"^•sc^cäx!^ 
wbhpered Linton in jßica's ear. ^^"L^\. \\a\>^^^ 
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"One Word with you, Linton," whispered Eica; 
"don't bet high, it distracts my attention — make a 
•mere game of amüsement, for this will be a hard 
struggle, and it must be the last/' 

"So I perceive," rejoined Linton; "events are Co- 
ming fast; we must be off ere the tide overtake us." 

"The game, the gamel" cried Frobisher, striking 
the table with bis rake. 

"And Maritafia?" whispered Linton, holding Rica 
by the arm. 

The other grew lividly pale, and bis lip quivered 
as he Said, "Is this the time, Linton " 

"It is the very time," rejoined the other, dete^ 
minedly; "and I will have my answer now. You can- 
not equivocate with me." 

"I do not seek to do so. I have told you always 
what I teil you still — I cannot coerce her." 

"There will be no need. This dukedom will do 
the business. I know her well — better than you do. 
See, they are watching us yonder. Say the word al 
once — it is agreed." 

"Hear me, Linton " 

"I'U hear nothing; save the one word, *agreed."' 

"Let me but «xplain " 

"There is nothing to explain. The betrothal yo^ 
allude to is — as none knows better than yourself - 
an idle ceremony; and if she loves the fellow, so muc 
the more urgent are the reasons for my request. B 
quick, I say." 

"If she consent ^" 

"She shall. My Lord Duke, a thousand pardon 
I begf for this delay, Wt"R.\c.a.\i«Ä\i^^'a\ßrrcDÄ\\^^ 
tbase ten^ minutes by tlie Tftiaa«)l oi ^ ^^xJc^ Iwwa. ^ 
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s become reasonable at last; and now for the com- 
>atl" 

The party seated themselves like men about to wit- 
less an exciting event; and, although each had bis 
venture on the game, the Duke was the great object of 
Jiterest, and speculation was high as to how the struggle 
was to end. 

It is no part of our object to foUow the changing 
Fortunes of that long contest, nor watch the vacillating 
chances which, altemately, elevated to hope and lowered 
to very desperation. Before the day began to decline, 
eyery player, save the Duke, had ceased to bet Some, 
^om out and exhausted, had sunk to sleep upon the 
rieh Ottomans; others, drinking deep of Champagne,, 
Beemed anxious to forget everything. Frobisher, utterly 
tnined, sat in the same place at the table, mechanically 
marking the game^ on which he had no longer a stake, 
and muttering exclamations of joy or disappointment at 
imaginary gains and losses, for he still fancied that he 
'Was betting large sums, and participating in all the 
varying emotions of a gambler's life. 

The luck of the bank continued. Play how he 
wouid, boldly "back the colour," or try to suit the fit- 
ful fortunes of the game, the Duke went on losing. 

Were such an ordeal one to evoke admiration, it 
could scarcely be withheld from him, who, with an un- 
wearied brain and unbroken temper, sat patiently there, 
fighting foot to foot, contesting every inch of ground, 
and, even in defeat, preserving the calm equanimity of 
liis high breeding. Behind bis chair stood Linton — a 
Bush of tnumph on bis cheek a»\ie eoxLlmxx.^\ö\i!«Sös^ 
he undeviating course of luck Üiat a^teiü^^^ ^^ 
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"Anotber deal like tliat," muttered he, "and I shall 
quarter tlie arins of Marlier with Linton." 

The words were scarcelj uttered, when a deep sigli 
broke trom the Duke — it was the first that had escaped 
hini — aud he buried bis bead between bis bands. Kies 
looked over at Linton, and a sligbt, almost impercep- 
tiblc, motioQ of bis eyebrows signalled that the battle 
was nigh over. 

"Well! bow is the game? Am I betting? — what's 
the colour?" said the Duke, passing bis clammy hand 
across bis brow. 

"I am waiting for you, mj Lord Duke," saidKica, 
obsequiously. 

"I'm ready — quite ready," cried the other. "Am 
I the only player? I fancied that some othejs were 
betting. Where's my Lord Charles? — ab! I see him. 
And Mr. Linton — is he gone?" 

"He bas just left the room, my Lord Duke. Will 
you excuse me if I foUow him for an instant?" and at 
the same moment Rica arose , and left the Chamber with 
hasty Steps. 

It was at the end of a long corridor, tapping gently 
at a door, Linton stood, as Rica came up. 

"What! is't over already?" said Linton, with alook 
of angry impatience. 

"This is not fair, Linton!" said Rica, endeavouring 
to get nearest to the door. 

"What is not fair?" said the other, imperiously. 
"You told me a while ago that she must pronounce, 
herseif, upon her own future. Well, I am willing to 
leave it to that issue." 

"But she is unfit to do %o «A. ^^«0.^-0^" aald Rica, 
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mind, and how wandering are her faculties. There are 
moments when she scarcely knows me — her father." 

"It is enough if she remember we," said Linton, in- 
BolenÜy. "Her intellects will recover — the cloud will 
l^ass away; and, if it should not, still — as my wife, 
it is an object I have set my heart on; and so, let me 
pass.*^ 

"I cannot — I will not peril her chances of recovery 
"l)y such a shock," said Rica, firmly; then changing 
-«uddenly, he spoke in accents of deep feeling. "Re- 
member, Linton, how I offer ed you her whom you 
acknowledged you preferred. I told you the means of 
coercion in my power, and pledged myself to use them. 
3t was but two days since I discovered where they were ; 
"to-morrow we will go there together. I will claim her 
« my daughter: the laws of France are imperative in 
ihe matter. Mary Leicester shall be yours." 

"I care for her no longer," said Linton, haughtily. 
"I doubt, indeed, if I ever cared for her. She is not 
one to suit my fortunes. Maritana is, or at least may 
tecome so." 

"Be it so^ but not now, Linton; the poor child's 
reason is clouded." 

"When she hears she is a Duchess," said Linton, 
kalf-sneeringly, "it will dispel the gloomy vapour." 

"I implore you — I entreat — on my knees I heg 

of you " said the distracted father, and, unable to 

^tter more, he sank powerless at Linton's feet; mean- 
'^Ule the other opened the door, and, stepping noise- 
lesdy over the prostrate figure, entered the room, 
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CHAPTEß XXTT. 

Like % bold eriminal he stood, 
Calm in his goilt. 

ThsForor. 



1-: 



WiTH firm Step and head higli, Linton entered a . 
room where the dim half-light of the closed jaloosiefl 
made each object indistinct He halted for an instant, 
to cast a searching glance around, and then advaneed 
to a door at the farthest end of the apartment; at tlus 
he tapped twice gently with his knnckles. He waited 
for an instant, and then repeated his summons. StiH 
no ans wer, even thongh he rapped a third time, and 
louder than before. Linton now tumed the handk 
noiselessly, and opened the door. For a moment or 
two he seemed uncei*tain whether to advance or retire; 
bnt his resolution was soon made — he entered and 
closed the door behind him. 

The Chamber in which Linton now stopd was smaller 
than the outer one, and eqiially shaded from the strong 
sunlight. His eyes were now, however, accustomed to 
the dusky half-light, and he was able to mark the costly 
fumitiire and splendid omaments of the room. The 
walls were hung with rose-coloured damask , over whidi 
a drapeiy of white lace was suspended, looped up at 
intervals to admit of small brackets of bronze, on which 
stood either " statuettes ," or vases of rare "Sivres." At 
a toilet- table in the middle of the room were laid out 
tie articlea of a lady's diemxv^-c.SÄ^^'Wv^^ «^assk <w8tly 
ßpleadour that they Beemeöi \.oci ^ot^'bWÄ ^sä ^^^ 
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rinkets and jewellery of great value were scattered 
relessly over the table, and an immense diamond cross 
ittered £rom the mother-o'-pearl frame of the looking^ 

iSS. 

The half-open eurtains at the end of the room 
Dwed a marble bath, into which the water flowed 
►m a little cascade of Imitation rustic, its tiny ripple 
irmuring in the still silence of the room. There was 
other soond, still softer and more musical than that, 
ire — the long-drawn breathing of a joung girl, who, 
th her face upon her arm, laj asleep upon a sofa. 
ith stealthy step and noiseless gesture, Linton ap- 
3ached, and stood beside her. He was not one to 

carried away by any enthusiasm of admiration, and 
t he could not look upon the faultless symmetry of 
it form, the placid beauty of that face, on which 
passing dream had left a lingering smile, and not 
j1 deeply movod. In her speaking moments, her 
rk and flashing eyes often lent a character of haughty 
revity to her handsome features; now, their dark 
hes shrouded them, and the expression of the face 
s angelic in sweetness. The olive-darkness of her 
in, too, was tempered by the halflight, while the 
'ht tinge of colour on her cheek might have vied 
th the petal of a rose. Linton drew a chair beside 
i sofa, and sat down. With folded «arms, and head 
^htly bent forward, he watched her, while his fast- 
rrying thoughts travelled miles and miles — specu- 
ing, planning, contriving — meeting difficuldes here 

grasping advantages there — playing over'a game 
life, and thinking if an adversary could find a flaw 
it. 

''She iB worthy to be a Dudd^a^" ^«Äw^ä% ^"^^ 
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gazed at her. "A Duchess! — and what more? - 
that is the question. Ah, these women, these women 
if they but knew their power I If they but knew ho^ 
all the boldest strivings of our intellects are as nothinj 
compared to what their beauty can effect! Well, well 
it is better that they should not. They are tyrantt 
even as it is — petty tyrants — to all who care fo 
them; and he who does not is their master. That i 
the real power — there the stronghold — and how the; 
fear the man who takes his stand behind it! — hoT 
they crouch and tremble before him! — what fascinatinj 
graces do they reserve for him^ that they would no 
bestow upon a lover! Is it that they only love wher 
they fear? How beautiful she looks, and how calml; 
sweet! — it iS the sleeping tigress, notwithstandin^ 
And now to awake her: it is a pity, too; that wearie 
mind wants repose , and the future gives but little pr( 
mise of it." 

He bent down over her, tili he almost touched tl 
Silken masses of her long dark hair, and, in a low, so 
voice, Said, 

"Maritafia — Maritana." 

"No, no, no," said she, in the low, muttering 8 
Cents of sleep, "not here — not here!" 

"And why not here, dearest?" said he, catching 
the words. 

A faint shudder passed over her, and she gather 
her shawl more closely around her. 

"Hace mal tiempo," — the weather looks glooi 
— said she, in a faint voice. 

"And if not here, Maritana, where then?" said 1 
m A low tone, 

**In our own deep foi^ata ^ \ieiTi^^\}ö. 'ö^^ \\sßöa. 
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the cedar; where the mimosa blossoms, and the acacia 
scents the air; where fountains are springing, and the 
glow-wonn shines like a star in the dark grass. Oh, 
not here! not here!" cried she, plaintively. 

^^Then in Italy, Maritaiia mia, where all that the 
tropics can boast is blended with whatever is beautiful 
in art; where genius goes händ-in-hand with nature; 
and where life floats calmly on, like some smooth- 
flowing river, unruffled and unbroken." 

A faint low sigh escaped her, and her lips parted 
^with a smile of surpassing loveliness. 

"Yes, dearest — there, with me, beside the blue 
waters of the Adriatic, or lost amid the chesnut forests 
of the Apennines. Think of those glorious cities, too, 
'where the once great still live, enshrined by memory, 
in their own palace walls. Think of Venice — " 

The Word was not well uttered when, with a shrill 
scream, she started up and awoke. 

"Who spoke to me of my shame? Who spoke of 
Venice?" cried she, in accents of wild terror. 

"Be calm, Maritafia. It was a dream — nothing 
but a dream," said Linton, pressing her gently down 
again. "Do not think more of it." 

"Where am I?" said she, drawing a long breath. 

"In your own dressing-room, dearest," Said he, in 
m aceent of deep devotion. 

"And you, Sir? Why are you here? and by what 
rigfat do you address me Üius?" 

"By no right," said Linton, with a submissive de- 
fo-ence which well became him. "I can plead nothing, 
save the derotion of a heart long since your own, and 
the g-ood wishea of your fatiiei, "NLmXaxva.^ ^Vi \ä£ä 
me speak to jp-ou." 

Molanä Cashel. 111, ^ 
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"I will not believe it, Sir,'' said she, proudly, as 
ehe arose and walked the room with stately step. "I 
know but too well the influence you wield over him, 
although I cannot teil how it is acquired. I have seen 
your counsels sway, and yoiu: wishes guide him, when 
my entreaties were unheard and unheeded. Teil me 
nothing, then, of bis permission." 

"Let me speak of that better reason, where my 
heart may plead, Maritana. It was to offer yon a 
share in my fortunes that I Jiaye come here — to 
place at your feet whatever I possess in rank, in Sta- 
tion, and in future hope — to place you where youi 
beauty and your fascinations entitle you to shine — i 
Peeress of the Court of France — a Duchess, of i 
name only second to Royalty itself." / 

The girl's dark eyes grew darker, and her flushe» 
cheek grew crimson, as with heaving bosom she listene( 
"A Duchess!" murmured she, between her Ups. 

" La Duchesse de Marlier," repeated Linton, slowl; 
while bis keen eyes were riveted on her. 

"And this is real — not a pageant — not as th 
thing you made of me before?" 

"La Duchesse de Marlier," said Linton agai 
"knows of no rank above her own, save in the Blo< 
Royal. Her chäteau was the present of a king — h 
grounds are worthy of such a donor." 

"And the Duke de Marlier," said she, with a lo< 
of ineffable irony, "who is to play him? Is that pa 
reserved for Mr. Linton?" 

"Could he not look the character?" said Linto 
putüüg on a, smile of seenmi^ ^oodr\i\vm!^\ix^ while h 
llp trembled with passioa. 
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"Look it — ay, tliat could he; and if looks would 
Office, he could be all that bis ambition aims at^^ 

" You doubt my sincerity, Maritana," said he sorrow« 
illy; "have I ever given you cause to do so?" 

"Never," cried she, impetuously. "I read you 
rom the first hour I saw you. You never deceived 
le. My training has not been like that of others of 
ly sex and age, amidst the good, the virtuous, and 
be pure. It was the corrupt, the basebom, and the 
bandoned offered their examples to my eyes: the ruined 
ambler, the beggared adventurer — their lives were 
ly daily study. How, then, should I not recognise 
ne so worthy of them all?" 

^^This is less than fair, Maritana; you bear me a 
radge for having counselled that career wherein your 
iumphs were unbounded; and now you speak to me 
arshly for offering a Station a princess might accept 
ithout a derogation." 

"Teil me not of my triumphs," said she, pas- 
onately; "they were my shamel You corrupted me, 
Y trifling with my ignorance of the world. I did not 
Qow then, as now I know, what were the prizes of 
tat ambition I cherished! But you knew them; you 
»eculated on them, as now you speculate upon others. 
y, blush for it; let your cheek glow, and sear your 
►Id heart for the infamy! The coroneted Duchess 
ould have been a costlier merchandise than the 
reathed dancer! Oh, shame upon you! — shame 
>on you! Could you not be satisfied wiöi your 
imbler^s cruelty, and ruin those who have manhood's 
»orage to sustain defeat, but that you should make 
)nr victim a poor, weak, mothexleaÄ ^x\^ ^\3kö^^ ^xs^r 
otected life might iave evotöi evexi ojout ^^^'^'^^ 
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"Indeed!" said the Duke, carelessly, as thoBgli the 
announcement had no interest for him. 

"I had fancied, my Lord, this Information would 
have given you pleasure," said Linton, with evident ir- 
ritation of manner. 

"No, Sir," said the other languidly, "I am ashamed 
to say I cannot appreciate the value of these tidings." 

"Can the contract and transfer be speedily made 
out?" said Linton, abruptly. 

"Of course; there shall be no delay in the matter. 
I will give Orders to rtij * Notaire' at once." 

"And where shall you be found to-morrow, my 
Lord Duke, in case we desire to confer with you?" 

The Duke grew lividly pale, and he arose ßlowly 
from his chair, and, taking Linton's arm, drew him 
towards a window in silence. Linton saw well that 
some new train of thought had suddenly sprung np, 
and wondered what could so instantaneously have wrought 
this change in his manner. 

"You ask me, Sir," said the Duke, with a slow 
emphasis on every word, "where am I to be found to- 
morrow? Is not Mr. Linton's knowledge of Paris suf- 
ficient to suggest the answer to that question?" There 
was a fierce boldness in the way these words were ut- 
tered Linton could not comprehend, any more than be 
understood what they might mean. 

"I must plead ignorance, my Lord Duke. I reallj 
discredit the eulogium you have pronounced upon my 
Information." 

"Tlien I will teil you, Sir," said the Duke, speak 
jn^ in a low thick whisper, while his dark eyes glare< 
wjth the &re of intense e^dtem^öX.. '•''^wi ntä. ^isA-cs 
tbe Sexn^V 
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Linton staggered back as if he had been stmck, 
ind a pallor spread over bis features, making the very 
ips bloodless. "How do you mean, Sir? Wby do 
ron dare to say tbis to m«?" said be, in a voice broken 
ind guttural. 

"Since none sbould better know bow to appreciate 
be news," was tbe cold answer. 

Linton trembled from bead to foot, and, casting a 
TTSLTy look around on every side to see tbat tbey were 
ilone, be said, " Tbese words may mean mucb, or tbey 
nay mean notbing — at least notbing tbat bas concem 
br me. Now, Sir, be explicit: in wbat sense am I to 
ead tbem?" 

The Duke looked astonished at tbe emotion wbich 
ill tbe other s selfcommand could not repress; he saw, 
00, tbat be bad toucbed a secret spring of conscience, 
md with a calm reserve be said, "Take wbat I have 
laid in tbe sense your own beart now suggests, and I 
venture to affirm it will be tbe least pleasing interpre- 
ation you can put upon it!" 

"You shall give me satisfaction for tbis, sir," said 
!iinton, whose passion now boiled over. "I will not 
jndure tbe tyranny of insinuations from any man. Here, 
)efore you quit the bouse — if ever you quit it — I 
rill have füll satisfaction for your insolence." 

"Insolence!" cried tbe Duke. 

"Yes, insolence. I repeat tbe word, and tbese gen- 
lemen sball hear a still stronger word addressed to 
rou, if tbat will not suffice to arouse your courage." 

Tbis Speech was now directed to tbe crowd of 

^amblers, wbo, suddenly awakened by tbe loud talkin^^ 

nshed in a hodj into the room. 

Qaestions, and demands for exi^\a\iaÄQa^ ^i 
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every band, tlieir countrymen gathering round the anta 
gonists on either side, both of whom maintained fo: 
some iftinutes a perfect silence. The Duke was th( 
first to speak. " Gentlemen," said he^ "you have hearc 
an expression addressed to me which no Frenchman 
listens to without inflicting chastisement on the speakei 
— I do not ask — I do not care in the least — who 
this person may be — what bis rank and position in 
lifo; I am ready to admit bim to the füllest equality 
with myself. It only remains that I sbould satisfy my- 
self of certain doubts, which bis own manner bas 
originated. It may be that he cannot call me^ or any 
olher gentleman, to account for bis words." 

Linton^s face twitched with short convulsive jerks 
as be listened, and then, crossing the room to wbere 
the Duke stood,. he Struck bim with bis glove across 
the face, while, with a very shout of passion, he utteied 
the one word — "Coward!" The soene became now 
one of the wildest confusion. The partisanship oi 
country surrounded either with a group, who, in loud 
tones expressed their opinions, and asked for explana- 
tions of what had occurred. That some gross insult 
hadbeen put uponLinton was the prevailing impression; 
but bow originating, or of what nature none knew, noi 
did the principals seem disposed to a£Pord the infor 
mation. 

"I teil you, Frobisber," said Linton, angrily, "it ie 
a matter does not admit of explanation." 

"Parbleu, Sir! you have placed it out* of the reacb 
of such," said an old French ofdcer, "and I trust you 
will feel the consequences." 

Tbe cJhaos of tonguea, \o\A Vn iJL\Ät<iÄictfsvx «bä. ^ 
pute, now burst fortix agam, ^otä iää^tä»% '^^«i«. «^ 
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ause of quarrel should be openly declared at once, 
thers averring that the opprobrious epithel applied by 
jinton to the Duke effectually debarred negotiation, 
nd \e(t no other arbitrament than the pistol. In the 
nidst of this tumult, where augrj passions were already 
nlisted, and insolent rejoinders passed from mouth to 
Qouth, a still louder uproar was now heard in the direc- 
ion of the saloa^ and the crash of a breaking door, 
,nd the »plintering noise of the shattered wood, oveJ^ 
opped the other sounds. ^ 

" The Commissaire de Police ! " cried some one, and 
he words were electric. The hours of play were 11- 
egal — tlie habits of the house such as to implicate 
.11 in charges, more or less disgraceful — and im- 
nediately a general rush was made for escape — some 
eeking the well-known private issues from the apart- 
nent, others preparing for a bold attempt to force 
heir passage through the armed followers of the Com- 
aissary. 

Every avenue of escape had been already occupied 
»y the gendarmes; and the discomfited gamblers were 
een retuming into the room crestfallen and ashamed, 
^hen the Commissary, foUowed by a knot of others 
a piain clothes, advancing into the middle of the cham- 
ler, pronounced the legal form of arrest on all present. 

^^I am a Peer of France/^ said the Duke de Marsae, 
laughtily. "I yield to no authority that does not carry 
he signature of my Sovereign." 

**You are free, Monsieur le Duc," said the Com- 
nissary, bowing respectfully. 

^^I am an English gentleman/' said Linton, stepping 
orward. "J Jemand by wliat xvgViX. "^om y^'^'*^'^^^^ *^ 
^tain me in cnstody?" -a 
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"What is your name, Sir?" asked the Commissary. \z 

**Linton!" was the brief reply. ji 

"That's the man," whispered a voice from bebind "; 
tbe Commissaiy ; and, at the same instant, that toc- I 
tionary approached, and laying bis band on tbe other's 
Shoulder, said, 

"I arrest you, Sir, on tbe cbarge of murder." 

"Murder!" repeated Linton, with a sneer tbat lie 
could not merge into a langh. " Tbis is a sorry jest, 
Sir." 

"You will find it sad eamest!" said a deep voice. 

Linton turned round, and straigbt in front of bim 
stood Roland Casbel,' wbo, with beut brows and com- 
pressed lips, seemed struggling to repress tbe passion 
tbat worked within bim. 

"I say Frobisber, are you omitted in tbe indict- 
ment?" cried Linton, witb a sickly attempt to laugb; 
"or bas our Buccaneering friend forgotten to stigmatise 
you for tbe folly of baving known bim?" 

"He is in mi/ custody," said a gruff Englisb voice, 
in reply to some Observation of tbe Commissaiy ; and a 
sbort, stout-built man made a gesture to anotber in tbe 
crowd to advance. 

"Wbat! is tbis indignity to be put upon me?** said 
Linton, as be saw tbe bandcu£Ps produced, and pre- 
pared to be adjusted to bis wrists. ^'Is tbe false aecu- 
sation of a pirate and a slaver to expose me to the 
treatment of a convicted felon?" 

'*I will do my duty, Sir," said tbe poliee offieer 
steadily. "If I do more, my superiors can bear of it 
Tom, put on tbe irons." 

'*I8 thi8 your vengeanc^, ^Vt*^'''' ^«k\ \iav\.w5v^ "^ W 
cast a look of ineffable liate lov^ax^^ C?^^^\>sv5Js.^ä«^^^^ 
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made no reply, as he stood regarding the scene with 
an air of saddest meaning. 

"You knew him better than I did, Charley," said 
Linton, sneeringly, "when you black-balled him at the 
Yacht Club; but the world shall know him better yet 
than either of us — -, mean-spirited scoundrel that he is!" 

"Come away, Sir," said the officer, as he placed 
himself on one side of his prisoner, his fellow doing the 
same at the other. 

"Not tili I see your Warrant," said Linton, resolutely. 

"There it is, Sir, all reg'lar," said the man; "signed 
by the Secretary of State and attested by the witness." 

"The rascality is well got up," said Linton, trying 
to laugh, "but by Heaven they shall pay for it!" 
These words were directed to where Roland stood, and 
nttered with a concentrated hate that thrilled through 
every heart around. 

As Linton was led forth, the Commissary proceeded 
to arrest the different individuals present on the charge 
of gambling in secret. In the midst of the group wag 
Rica, Standing pale with terror, and overcome by the 
revelations he had listened to. 

"I will be responsible for this gentleman's appear- 
ance," said Cashel, addressing the Commissary. "There 
is no need to subject him to the insult of an arrest." 

"He can only be liberated by a bail bond in pre- 
sence of the Judge, Sir. You can accompany me to 
the Court, and enter into the recognizances, if you will." 

"Be it so," said Cashel, bowing. 

Rica made a sign for Roland to approach him. He 
tried to speak, but his voice was inarticulate from. faitLi- 
nessy and the only audible sound ^«ä \^^ ^"cä ^^^ä. 
'^Maritajoa. " 
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»"Where?" said Cashel, eagerly. 

Kica nodded in the dire^on of a small door that 
led from the ch^uuber, and Cashel made a gesture of 
assent in answer. 

With headlong speed Koland traversed the corridor, 
and entered the antechamber at the end of it One 
glance showed him that the room wafi empty, and he 
passed on into the Chamber where so lately Linton had 
ßpoken with Maritana. This, too, was deserted, as 
was the bedroom which opened into it. Hastening from 
place to place, he called her name aloud, but no 
answer came. Terrified by a hundred fears, for he 
well knew the rash impetuous nature of the girl, Boland 
entreated in tones of wildest passion, *^that she might 
come forth — that her friends were all around her, 
and nothing more to fear/^ But no voiee replied, and 
when the sound of his own died away, all was sileni 
The window of the dressing-room was open, aad as 
Eoland looked from it into the street beneath, his eye 
caught the fragment of a dress adhering to the hook 
of the "Jalousie." It was piain now she had made 
her escape in this manner, and that she was gone. 

Too true! Overcome by terror -— her mind dis- 
tracted by fears of Linton — without one to succour 
or protect her, she had yielded to the Impulse of her 
dread, and leaped from the window! That small rag of 
fluttwing ganze was all that remained of Maritana. 

Rica was to hear these sad tidings as he was led 
away by the Commissary, but he listened to them like 
one whose mind was stunned by calamity. A few low 
murmuring words alone escaped him, ^nd they indi- 
eated tbat he feit evexyt\img ^\5a^^^^V«^^"W!mn^ 
"^'--^rmeni upon him for la^ o^xl efoafiÄ. 
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Cven in bis examination before the judge, these 
half-uttered self-accusings broke forth, and he seemed 
utterly indifferent as to wbat fate awaited Lim. Bj 
CasbeFs intervention, and tbe deposit of a large sum 
as bail for Kica's füture appearance, bis liberation was 
effected, and be was led away from tbe spot uncon- 
scious of all aroiind bim. 

As Casbel assisted tbe weak and tottering man 
througb tbe crowded passages of tbe court, be feit bis 
arm gently touched by a band, at tbe same instant tbat 
bis name was uttered. He turned bastily, and saw at 
bis side a woman, wbo, youthful and still bandsome, 
bore in ber appearance tbe signs of deep poverty and 
A still deeper sorrow. Her dress bad once been rieb, but 

* now, from time and neglect, was disfigured and sbabby; 
ber veil, partly drawn across ber face, was tom and 
T^ged, and ber very sboes were in tatters. A more 
sad-looking object it were difficult to conceive, and in 
tbe bnrried glance Roland bestowed upon ber, at a 
moment wben all bis tbongbts were intent npon otber 
cares, be believed tbat sbe was one entreating cbarity. 
Hastily drawing fortb bis purse, be offered ber some 

\ money, but sbe drew proudly np, saying, "Tbis is 
insixk, Sir, and I bave not deserved it" 

Casbel started witb amazement, and drawing closer, 
stared eagerly at ber. 

"Great Heaven!" cried be,'"is tbis possible? Ig 
tbis — " 

"Husb!" cried sbe. "Let me not bear my name 
— or wbat was once my name — spoken aloud. I 
see now — you did not know m^, nöt ^W3^^\.\är% 
hrougbt mjrself to tbe sbame oi \)^\ii^ x^aq^SP^sk^ 
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for his sake. He is now before the tribunal, and will 
be sent to prison for want of bail." 

Cashel motioned to her not to leave the spot; and 
baving safely placed Rica in his camage, retumed to 
the court. 

By the guarantee of his name, and the offer of any 
moneyed security which might be required, Cashel 
obtained permission for Lord Charles Frobisher to go 
free; and then hurrying outside, conimunicated the 
tidings to her who stood trembling with fear 
anxiety. 

With tearful eyes, and in a voice broken by 
she was uttering her thanks as Lord Charles joined 
them. . , 

"This, then, was your doing?" said he, staring i 
coldly at her. ^ 

"Say, rather, it was your own, my Lord," said 
Cashel, stemly. 

"Oh, Charles! thank him — thank him," cried she, 
hysterically. "Friends have not been so plenty with 
US, that we can treat them thus ! " 

" Lady -Charles is most grateful, Sir," said Frobisher 
with a cold sneer. "I am sure the show of feeling 
she evinces must repay all your generosity." And, 
with this base speech, he drew her arm within his, and 
moved hastily away. One look towards Cashel, as she 
tumed to go, told more forcibly than words the agony 
of her broken heart. 

And this was the once gay light-hearted girl — the 

wild and daring romp, whose buoyant spirit seemed 

above every reverse of fortune. Poor Jemima Meek! 

jsbe b&d nin away from \i^i i«i.\k«t^^ Vwsi^ \.^ Uak her 

ht witb a ^rambler! Some ^M ^».^^W, K^ ^V.^V 



BOLAHD CASHEL. 819 

name was involved, compelled him to quit the 
ce, and at last the country. Now, depending for 
ort upon bis family, now, hazarding bis miserable 
IS at play, be bad lived a life of recklessness and 
ition — notbing left to bim of bis former con- 
a, save tbe name tbat be bad brougbt down to 
Qy! 
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CHAPTER xxrn. 

"Tijeend üfall." 

What a contrast did Roland Cashel's life now 
present to the 'purposeless vacuity of bis late existence! 
Every hour was occupied; even to a late period of 
each night was he engaged by cares which seemed to 
thicken around him as he advanced. 

We should but weary our reader were we to follow 
him in the ceaseless round of duties which hard neces- 
sity imposed. Each morning bis first visit was to the 
bospital of St. Louis, where Keane still lay, weakly 
struggling against a malady wbose fatal termination 
was beyond a doubt; and although Roland could not 
wish for the Prolongation of a life which the law would 
demand in expiation, he feit a craving desire that the 
testimony of the dying man should be füll and explicit 
on every point, and that every dubious circumstance 
should be explained ere the grave closed over him. 

To seek for Maritana, to endeavour to recover this 
poor forlom girl, was his next care, and to this end he 
spared nothing. Whatever money could purchase, or 
skill and unwearied enterprise suggest, were all em* 
ployed in the search. Rica, wbose nature seemed 
totally changed by the terrible shock of Linton's 
culpability, gave himself up implicitly to Cashers 
guidance, and was unceasing in his efPorts to discover 
bis missing child. But m\\i «X\ \Jcä Y^^jctised. acuteness 
of tbe jpolice at tlieii coTomaii^^ «sA ?ä. 'öafe ^^ääsc^^^^ 
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which their zeal could praxstise, the search was fruitless, 
and not a trace of her could be detected. 

Through the Neapolitan Embassy, Orders were 
transmitted to Naples to inquire into the case of 
Enrique, whose innocence the testimony of Keane went 
'ar to establish. The result was, as Cashel ardently 
loped, his complete vindication, and a telegraphic 
lespatch brought tidings that he was already liberated, 
ind on his way to Paris. While both Roland and 
üca waited impatiently for the arrival of one whose 
ssistance in their search would be so valuable, the 
lost perfect good understanding grew up between them, 
nd Cashel began to perceive, how, beneath the vices 
''hich a lifo of reckless debauchery had created, there 
ly — inactive and unused for many a day — kindly 
Jelings and warm afPections for which he had never 
iven him credit. As this confidence grew stronger, 
lica became more &-ank and open in all his intercourse, 
nd at last revealed to Cashel the whole story of his 
fe — a Strange, eventful history, whose vicissitudes . 
'ere the changing fortunes of a gambler's existence. 
*or such was he — without a passion, a pursuit of 
ay kind but play, he had passed his life in that one 
aneful vice. For it he had toiled and laboured: to 
idulge that passion he had engaged in deadly duels, 
nd perilled his life by acts of forgery. 

His marriage with Corrigan's daughter was brought 
bout solely to procure the means of play; nor wa» 
liere an energy of his mind or an impulse of his 
ature had any other direction. Linton's skill as a 
:ambler — the unceasing resources he seemed to 
►oftse-fiw — the stratagema and devicea \ift e.öV3XJ^ ^^^<5r5 
- created for him, in Rica'» Tsainöi^ ^ «rg^^^ ^V 
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admiration that soon degenerated into a blind Submis- 
sion to all bis dictates. Such an ally as this, so deeply 
versed in all the weak points of bis fellow-men — so 
tborougbly master of every Impulse tbat moves — of 
every bope and fear tbat sways tbe gambler's nature — 
bad been tbe cberisbed desire of bis beart for many a year, 
and now Fortune bad at last given bim such an 
associate. Tbeir sudden success seemed to Warrant the 
justice of tbe bope. Everytbing prospered with them 
since tbeir new league. If be did not gain an equal 
ascendancy over tbe daugbter's mind as be bad acquired 
over tbe fatber's, still tbe ambitious future be often j 
pictured before ber dazzled and deligbted ber, and j 
tbus, ere long, be contrived to obtain a degree of j 
power, altbougb of different kinds, over botb. From ■ 
sucb aa* associate as Linton concealment was impossible; j 
'Shd Kita soon saw bimself completely at tbe mercy of 
a man wbo bad sifted every motive of bis beart and 
weigbed every action of bis life, and at last became 
bis pitiless tyrannical master. 

Eica's connexion witb Corrigan suggested to 
Linton's inventive mind tbe possibility of succeeding to 
tbat estate for wbicb abeady be bad perilled so much. 
His plan was to obtain from Corrigan a ftiU renun- 
ciation of bis claim to tbe property, and tben to take 
tbe necessary steps to investigate tbe long donnant title. 
All tbeir efforts to discover tbe old man^s residence 
were, bowever, vain; for altbougb tbey once obtained a 
clue to tbe fact, some Information seemed to bave 
apprised tbe otbers of tbeir danger, and tbeir abode 
was immediately cbanged. 

It was with a stränge \\xrÄV cä. Tc^^teÄ. ^-«»xss. «ad 
nieasare Cashel heard Bi^i». «^^^ ^'^ "^^ ^^vsgcj^s^^ 
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Mary — of her he had deserted for so many a year, 
and yet now yeamed towards with an affection that 
sprang from his self-accusings. The terrible chastise- 
ment his own vices had inflicted on his lonely and 
deserted lot seemed never absent from his thoughts; 
and he would sit for hours silently, while the heavy 
tears roUed along his furrowed cheeks, and his streng, 
heaving bosom showed his agony. 

The fruitlessness of their search after Maritaüa in 
Paris, and the death of Tom Keane in the hospital, 
removed the only obstacles to their departure from that 
city; and Kica and Cashel, who now feit their fortunes 
bonnd up together, prepared to take their leave of 
Paris. The trial of Linton was to take place in 
Limerick, and thither Eoland was summoned by the 
law officers of the Crown. This sad duty accomplished, 
he was to accompany Eica to Columbia, whither some 
slight hope of recovering Maritana induced him to 
proceed. As for Cashel, onee in the old haunts of 
childhood, he had resolved never to quit them more. 

Roland's arrangements for departure were soon made, 
and he repaired to the Embassy, where he had been 
invited to breakfast on the last moming of his stay. 
There was a certain bustle and movement in the court- 
yard which attracted his attention; and he saw two 
travelling-carriages , with an attendant "fourgon," sur- 
rounded by servants, and loaded with all the prepara- 
tions for a long joumey. 

"You have come in time, Mr. Cashel," said the Am- 

bassador, as he shook hands with him, "to see our new 

Minister at Florence, who is now on his way thither; 

and what will have more interest in your eye«^ a.^^pj 

prettjr girlj who has become Üie gr^^\. \\\ÄX^2r5 «öcäsär^ks. 
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of our circles here. I regret much that she is abont t 
leave us." 

Cashel bowed politely, but with the cold indifferenci 
of one for whom the tidings bad no peculiar interest 
and accompanied tbe Ambassador into a salon^ crowdec 
witb Company. 

"I bave a young countryman to present to you, mj 
Lord," Said bis Excellency, leading Casbel forward 
"wbo I trust will wear a less sombre face in tbe sunny 
soutb tban be bas done in our nortbem latitudes. Mr. 
Eoland Casbel, Lord Kilgoff." 

A sudden start of surprise was made by both, and 
Roland stood mute and tbunderstruck as Lord Kilgoff 
adyaneed towards bim witb extended band, and said: 

*'Yes, Mr. Casbel, your old friend in better bealth 
and spirits tban wben last you saw bim; and better 
able to tbank you for mucb bospitality, and apologise 
for mucb injustice." 

"Let me bave my sbare in botb acknowledgments," 
said Lady KilgofP, rising, and taking Casbefs band 
witb mucb cordiaUty. 

ßoland tried to mutter a few words, but be could 
not succeed; and bis eyes ranged about tbe cbambei 
tili tbey feil upon one wbo, pale and motionless, re- 
garded bim witb a look of most expressive sadness; 

"Miss Leicester, too, bere?" said be, at last. 

"Yes, Mr. Casbel," said Lady Kilgoff; "obance it 
about to do for us , wbat all our skill would bave failed 
in. Here are two wortby people wbo will not bear yom 
name mentioned, and wbo now must consent, not alonc 
to bear, but see you in person. I am quite convinced 
you never did or coidd bave injured tbem. Stand for 
wardf Mr. Corrigan, and maka ^qvä ^ä!a»x^<^^'' 
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"I will save tliat gentleman the pain of accusing 
me," Said Roland, with deep emotion. "I have injured 
liim deeply, but yet unwittingly. I have long desired 
this meeting, to place in bis Lands a document I have 
uever ceased to carry about me — the title to a pro- 
perty of which I was not the rightful owner, and which 
is his — and bis only." 

"I will not, I cannot accept of it, Sir," said Cor- 
rigan, proudly. "I will never see that cottage more." 

"I do not speak of Hhe Cottage,'" said Cashel, 
"but of the whole estate of Tubbermore, the andent 
possession of your house — still yours. There is the 
proof" And, as he spoke, he drew forth the pardon, 
and handed it to Corrigan. 

The old man trembled in every limb as he perused 
the paper, which he now read over for the third time. 

"A royal pardon to Miles Corrigan, my grand- 
father!" exclaimed he, gasping for breath; "and how 
came you by^this, Sir?" 

"The Story is soon told," saidCashel, relating in a 
few words the Singular steps of the discovery. 

"And you have travelled throughout Europe for 
upwards of three years to disencumber yourself of 
16,000 Z. a-year?" said the Ambassador, smiling good- 
naturedly. 

"I have done so to disencumber myself of the weight 
of an injustice." ^ 

|jjl "And this is the youth you would accuse of de- 
ception?" said Lady Kilgoff, haughtily. 

"Forgive me, lady; forgive one who has suffered 
too'Tieavily from the world not to fall iuto tba ^Ttwt ^^ 
thinking once nnjustly of a beixefactOT?"' 
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"I have no title to the name, Sir," said Cashel. 
**Nay, more. I am your debtor for wealth wliich I 
squandered, believing it my own." 

"I knew him better than any of you," cried old 
Doctor Tiemay, roslimg forward and grasping Cashel 
by both hands. -My own generous, high-hearted boy. 
Come here, Mary; teil him candidly that you, too, were 
always of my opinion. Tliis is no time for coyness. 
Let US bave a little honesty after all this deception." 
He drew Cashel to one side, and, in a deep whisper, 
said, "What of that Spanish girl? — Are you married 
or not?" 

Roland smiled at the eagerness of the old man^s 
manner, and, in halfsadness, said, ^^Poor Maritana is 
now a fugitive — we know not where." 

A sudden commotion at the door, and a tumult oi 
voices, interrupted the scene, and Rica rushed in, crying 
in ecstasy, "She is found — my child is found!" 

The travellers of the diligence passing through the 
wood of Versailles had discovered the form of a sleeping 
girl at the foot of a tree, and carried her back with 
them to Paris. Enrique himself, being among them^ 
recognised her at once, and soon succoeded in finding 
out Rica, into whose arms he restored her. 

While Rica hurriedly poured forth this explanation 
old Corrigan stood tremulous with agitation, and a 
last, advancing towards him, said, "Leicester, I am n( 
longer afraid to meet yt)u. Fortune has, at last, fa 
voured me. I am rieh now, and can make you licl 
also." 

Eica started back: a svxddevi «iokaftsa came over him 
and be feil powerlesa at t\i^ o\d \si«s;!^ ^^^\.. 
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What a scene of heartfelt emotion followed, as Mary 
recognised her long-lost father; and the care-wom, 
sorrow-struck man saw the warm affections of those 
whom, in a lifelong, he had injured. 

"The end of all this will be," said Lady Kilgoff, 
laughing through tears, "tliat I shall have to proceed 
ou my joumey alone. I foresee that we shall not share 
in all the general joy of these discoveries." 

"I have a sister, too," exclaimed Mary, with en- 
thusiasm, "whom I am buming with impatience to see. 
Where is she? when are we to meet?" 

"She IS below — she is in my carriage at the door," 
Said Kica. 

The Ambassador heard the words and left the room, 
retuming in a moment with Maritaiia on his arm. 
Wearied and exhausted as she was, there was that in 
her native grace and beauty that caused a thrill of ad- 
miration as she entered. 

"Here is your sister, Maritana," said Eica, leading 
her to where Mary stood, gazing with wistful eyes at 
the Spanish beauty. Maritana looked steadily at the 
fair loveliness before her, where timidity and gentleness 
seemed impressed-, and then, as if yielding to some sudden 
impulse, she sprang forward, and, clasping her band, 
covered it with kisses, exclaiming with rapture — 

"Non! non la sua hermana, ma la sua esclava!" — 
Not her sister, but her slave. 

Among the group who with admiring eyes gazed 
upon this Httle scene, there stood adark, sombre-looking 
man, whose mean attire and travel-wom look could not 
conceal a ceriaan dignity of air anöi ma^KOÄX. ^^»^^i^^ 
quick glance soon discovered "him, «aA m ^ ^kössvös 
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they were locked in a fast embrace. "My ol4, true- 
liearted comrade!** cried Roland. 

"Yes, Sefiora!" said Maritafia, as if answering the 
look of astonishment of Mary; "and for all that he 
seems now, ho is a well-bom caballero, and noble to 
boot." 

"Everything looks worse and worse for my prospects 
of companionship," said Lady Kilgoff , poutingly. "Mr. 
Corrigan — Mary — are you both bent on desertion?" 

"We are bound for Ireland, fair lady; the little 
remnant of my life is a debt I owe my country." 

"Senor Rica and your lovely daughter, will you he 
our companions?" 

"Our road lies westward, lady. The New World 
must teach us to forget the Old one." 

"Mr. Cashel, am I to guess whither yonr Steps will 
lead you?" 

"It would save me the pain of deciding if you did," 
said Roland, sadly. 

"You come with us, Roland," said Mr. Corrigan; 
"you once told me that you feit Tubber-beg a home. 
Let US see if time has not erased the Impression." 

"And Maritana, tool" cried Mary. 

"And Enrique!" said Maritana. 

"Then I must be of the party," said Dr. Tiemay. 
"I was never intended by nature for an embassy phy- 
sician, but as a village doctor I still feel that I shall 
hold up my head with dignity." 

Rica, who meanwhile was in earnest conversation 
with Cashel, now advanced into the middle of the group, 
and said, — "Mr. CasVieV oxi^t^ ^o^oJct^ÄivsÄL ^ ^^Umn 
pledge to me, from wtido. 1 i^^V tiq \as2CaÄ&ss^ \s^ ^- 
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3ase liim. I ask him before this assemblage if it be 
:ue he promised to marry my daughter?" 

Roland grew deadly pale,' but in a faint voice re- 
lied, ^'It is true." 

*'Are you willing to keep your pledge?" said Eica, 
rmly. 

Casbel made no answer but a sligbt motion of the 
ead. 

"Then she is yours," said Rica, placing Mary Lei- 
ester's band in bis. While Maritana, in a transport of 
ielino^, feil into ber father's arms, and sobbed aloud. 

"Then we are all bound once for Ireland," cried 
[r. Corrigan; "and I trust never to leave it more." 

*'I will not promise," said Casbel, as be drewMary 
loser to bim. *'Tbo memories I bear of tbe land are 
ot all painless." 

"But you bave seen notbing of Ireland tbat was 
isb!" exclaimedTi5rnay, boldly. " You saw a mongrel 
)ciety made up of Englisb adventurers, wbo, barren 
r bope est bome, came to dazzle witb tbeir fasbionable 
ices tbe cordi» bomeliness of our bumbler land. You 
iw tbe poor pageantry of a mock court, and tbe fri- 
dIous pretension of a tinsel rank. You saw tbe empti- 
3ss of pretended statesmansbip , and tbe assumed su- 
3riority of a class wbose ignorance was only veiled by 
leir insolence. But of bearty, generous, bospitable 
eland — of tbe land of warm impulses and kindly 
Fections — you saw notbing. Tbat is a country yet 
be explored by you; nor are its mysteries tbe less 
kely to be unravelled, tbat an Irisb wife will be your 
lide to tbem. And now to breakfast.^ for I öhsl 
misbing. " 
Where the cLaracters of a ta\e \i^»x «>. ^«x^''^^''^ 
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fluencing its catastrophe, the reader seems to haye a 
prescriptive right to learn something of their ultimate 
destiny , even though the parts they played were merel/ 
subordinate. Many of ours here cannot lay daim to 
such an interest, and were seen bat like the phantoms 
which a magic lantem throws upon the wall — moving 
and grouping for a moment, and then lost for ever. 

It is from no want of respect to our reader, if we 
trace not the current of such lives; it is simply from the 
fact, that when they ceased to act, they ceased, asit 
were, to exist. Are we not, all of us in the world, 
acted upon and influenced by events and people — 
purely passers-by, known to-day, seen perhaps for a 
week, or known for a month, and yet never after met 
with in all life's journey? As on a voyage, many & 
casual air of wind, many a wayward breeze helpsufl 
onward, and yet none inquire "whence it cometh or 
whither it goeth," — so is it in «the real world-, and 
why not in the world of fiction, which ought to be its 
counterpart? 

Of those in whom our interest centred, the reader 
knows all that we know ourselves. WouW he, or rather 
she, care to learn that the eider Miss Kennyfeck never 
married, but became a companion to Lady Janet, who 
on the death of Sir Andrew, caused by bis swallowing 
a liniment, and taking into bis stomach what was meant 
for bis skin, went abroad, and is still a well-known 
character in the watering-places of Germany, where she 
and her friend are the terror of all who tremble at evil- 
speaking and slandering? 

Olivia married the Eeverend Knox Softly, and 
seems as meek as a curaleis V\^^ Q>QL^\.\si\k'^^^Q^ la^ara 
a trace of those days y?^^u ^"^^ toäää. qi^. ^'wsäNk. ^^ 
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lingled sighs with captains of hussars. K some of our 
aaracters have fared ill in this adventurous history, 
thers have been more fortunate. The Dean is made 
Colonial Bishop, and the distinguished Mr. Howle's 
icture occupies a place in the la^ Exhibition! 

Meek is still a placeman: bland, gentle, and con- 
iliating as ever, he made at the close of the Session a 
lost a£fecting speech upon the sorrows of Ireland, and 
rew tears from the Ventilator at bis picture of her 
estitution! 

Mrs. Kennyfeck and "Aunt Fanny" keep house to- 
ether in the ancient city of Galway. Attracted to each 
ther by a thousand antipathies, more cohesive than 
iiy friendship, they fight and quarrel nnceasingly, and 
re never known to agree, save when the enthusiasm of 
leir malevolence has discovered a common victim in 
le circle of their "iriends." 

Here ends our history; nor need we linger longer 
ith those whose happiness, so far as worldly prosperity 
in make it, is at last secured. 

There is but one destiny of which we have to speak. 
(inton was never brought to trial; the day after bis 
inding in England he was found dead in the cell of 
is prison, — no trace of violence, nor any evidence 
r poison to account for the circumstance ; and whether 
irough some agency of bis own, or by the workings 
f a broken heart, the fact remains a mystery. 



THE END. 
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